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U.K. Boxing Day 


Boxing Day in the U.K., December 26th, and this older 
man fighter is scheduled for the biggest boxing match of 
his life. 


When my best friend’s sister shows up front row to watch 
me fight at The O2 Arena in London, England, this fighter 
gasps for air, because one look at her and her beauty hits 
me harder than any fighter ever has. 


It’s the first time I’ve seen her in years, and this older 
man can see there’s no way she’s leaving London without 
me giving my first time to the only young woman I've 
ever wanted. 


Fighters staying celibate is steeped in tradition, and I’m 
ready to create a couple traditions of my own... babies in 
her belly and a family tradition with her. 


But will | get a chance to open up a small, velvet, black box 
for Boxing Day and show her just how obsessed | am with 
her, or will her older brother, my best friend, try and 
disqualify me saying that my need to claim his sister is a 
low blow? 


I’m the best fighter in the world inside the ring, but when 
her brother steps in outside of it, will | be in for the fight of 
my life when all | ever wanted to do was start a life with her? 


*U.K. Boxing Day Is an insta-everything standalone 
instalove romance with an HEA, no cheating, and no 
cliffhanger. 
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CHAPTER 1 


Oliver 
“You can do it, Oliver” 


The stadium is packed to capacity, full of twenty thousand 
screaming, rowdy fans who've completely lost their minds 
screaming to set a new indoor decibel level. 


But the only voice I hear is hers. 


My eyes dart from legendary boxing announcer Michael 
Buffer, who stands in the middle of the ring waiting for the 
clock to strike midnight signaling the end of Christmas Day 
and the start of Boxing Day, directly to her like a hawk. 


It’s like my entire body is a heat-seeking missile zeroed in on 
her. 


The moment I see her the entire arena goes silent in my 
mind, fading into the background. Nothing else matters. 
Nothing else ever mattered, but her. 


She does a little jump from her front row seat and gives mea 
subdued wave from her chest level. | can’t help but look as 
her breasts bounce from underneath the tight, white tank 
top she has on underneath her button down. 


My cock hardens instantly, pressing against the hard plastic 
cup that’s secured inside the jockstrap I’ve got on. 


| feel the damn thing push out as my dick fights to free itself 
from any and all barriers between us. 


| grit my teeth so hard | can feel my mouthpiece cracking as 
my nostrils flare and | snarl. 


| haven’t seen her in four years...the four longest years of 
my life. 


What is she doing here? 

How did she get a ticket? 

And what the hell is he doing here? 

“Come on, Painmaken” he yells. 

He being her brother, Ethan. 

He didn’t tell me he was coming, and he sure as hell didn’t 
tell me he was bringing his little sister Ella, the only woman 
I’ve thought about since her family up and left London four 
years ago. 

The same woman I’ve visualized each and every one of my 
professional opponents disrespecting up until this point, 
which has led to my perfect record. 

That’s all it takes for me. 

| train harder than anyone, but that only gets you so far. 
The night before every fight I just imagine these savages I’m 


about to come to blows with saying something about her, or 
even worse, laying a hand on her. 


And that’s why all my fights have ended in a first round 
knockout. 


But tonight is different. I’ve made my way up the ranks and 
this fight is the biggest of them all. And to see her here 
takes me to another level | didn’t even know was possible. 


ended, and did | ever get the best gift in the world just in 
the nick of time. 


Her. Here. Now. 


And I’ve got a gift of my own I’ve been saving for her and 
her alone and I’m tired of waiting to give it to her. I’m tired 
of the anguish and the internal struggle. 


All that’s over, as soon as I end this scrub on the other side 
of the ring. 


“Tonight...we are going to witness the most anticipated 
match in the history of professional boxing,” Buffer says. 


| hear the words, but I don’t take my eyes off her. 


Buffer is right, because now that she’s here, I’m going to 
destroy this piece of trash so fast | break every record. | 
don’t want to wait another second to tell her how | feel 
about her, and how things are going to be from now on. 


Mine. That’s all she needs to know. From now on she’s mine 
and mine alone. 


| don’t care if she’s got a boyfriend or not. That’s over. I’m 
the only man for her and that’s how it’s always been. 


“For the heavyweight championship of the world,” Buffer 
says into the microphone, as his voice finds another level of 
intensity as his words ring out through all the speakers 
inside the arena. 


“Are... you... ready?” 


Oh yeah, I’m ready all right... ready to tear this 
motherfucker’s head off so | can get to my woman. 


“Boxing fans, are you rrrrrrrrrrRRRRRRRRRReady?” 


| jump in place, bringing my knees up to my chest, as | get 
higher than | ever have before. Almost before my boxing 
shoes touch the mat I’m throwing shadow punches so hard 
into the air | could rip my rotator cuff. 


Not tonight. Not a chance. Even if | did I’d destroy this guy 
with one arm, or no arms. 


“For the thousands in attendance, and the millions watching 
around the world. Live...from the sold-out O2 Arena in the 
capital city of England and the home of the U.K. 
Parliament... Loooooooooondon. Ladies and gentlemen, let’s 
get ready to rrrrrrrrerrRRRRRRRRRRumble!” 


One of the worst things a fighter can do is get too hyped up 
for a fight. It’s the easiest way to walk right into a fist to the 
jaw. 


Despite the fact, that I’ve never felt so alive in my entire life. 


Despite the fact, that | can feel my heart beating against my 
ribcage. 


Despite the fact, | take no supplements, the closest I’ve 
come to performance enhancing drugs is an extra helping of 
steak and eggs...my body is in complete animal mode, more 
so than ever before. 


And just when it’s time to visualize my opponent 
disrespecting my woman, the woman who still doesn’t even 
know she’s mine yet...he does it himself. 


Six foot six inch, two hundred and forty-nine pound Joshua 
Anthony catches me staring into the crowd and follows my 
line of sight to her. 


“I’m gonna take her down after | take you down, Paine,” he 
says from across the ring. 


My eyes shoot towards him just in time to catch him blowing 
her a kiss and then turn back to me and laugh. 


This isn’t just a boxing match. This is a fight in the truest 
sense. 


| squeeze my fists so tight | can feel the tape that holds my 
hands in place underneath my gloves rip. 


My arms start shaking and | can feel foam coming out of the 
sides of my mouth as I stop breathing like a human, and 
start growling. 


“Fighting out of the red corner, without a trainer, and 
wearing the black trunks. With an official weight of two 
hundred and thirty pounds, his fighting credentials 
consisting of twenty-two victories, allllillll coming by way of 
first round knock out in the heavyweight division. 
Recognized over the world as the man who hits harder than 


any other fighter today, and perhaps ever... .Oliver ‘The 
Painmaker’ Paaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaine!” 


The Union Jack, our British flag, practically covers up all the 
fans from view as they wave their flags in support of me. 


“And now. The champion,” Buffer says turning to the dead 
man walking. The complete idiot who thought he could 
offend my woman, and in broad daylight no less, and get 
away with it. The man who thought he could disrespect us 
on millions of televisions around the world and there 
wouldn’t be consequences... devastating consequences. 
And the man I am about to beat so badly he will look like a 
little boy who’s finally met a real man. 


| keep my eyes on him, letting him know what’s coming. 


Buffer approaches the end of his introduction saying, 
“Representing Germany, Joshua ‘The Man with Three First 
Names after | Take Yours’ Annnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnthony!” 


Just like you Germans try and take all the beach chairs at 
the seaside resorts across the Mediterranean in the summer 
by laying your towel on them the night before. I’m going to 
hit him so hard he'll think he’s back in Berlin with all those 
effeminate hipster boys where he belongs. 


| turn back to look at my woman, my instincts telling me to 
make sure she’s okay. There’s a cameraman right up in her 
grill now and a bunch of other women trying to get in on the 
attention. 


| watch as she’s constantly trying to move around the side of 
the camera, like two people who play that game where you 
both step aside to let the other pass and then both move to 
pass again at the same time. 


But this is different, because the jerk behind the camera is 
trying to guess her movements, not trying to avoid her. 


And there are some celebrities gathered around her now 
trying to get in the shot, and my attention. 


| hate women like that. Girls we professional boxers call pro 
hoes. Girls just trying to come up on someone. They just 
want to get inside your place and get some dirt on you they 
can sell to the gossip mags, or better yet get you inside 
them and make a baby so they can get paid for life. 


Not gonna happen ladies, and I’m using the term ladies very 
generously when I’m referring to them. 


| don’t have random sex, or sex at all for that matter, and 
when it is time to give myself to someone it will only be with 
my woman...the woman who I'd give everything right now to 
be with. The only woman who makes me feel this way. The 
only woman who I'd ever have children with, and damn do | 
want to have a big family with her. 


And she’s as different from them as night and day. 
She’s the light to my darkness, and she will be my wife and 
the mother of my children...and the first and only to have 


me when I claim her and make her mine forever. 


My mind fills with thoughts of breeding with her, filling her 
with my seed, and making her mine tonight. 


There’s no point in wasting time when you know exactly 
what you want. 


But | don’t just want her. | need her in every way. 


She will be mine because when | want something | won’t let 
anyone, or anything, get in my way. She’s going to be my 
wife, the mother of my children, my everything. 


She’s the only reason I’ve reached this title fight in the first 
place. 


Without her leaving London four years ago | would have quit 
boxing and gotten a job working in the financial industry, 
but now I’ve got more money than l'Il ever need. 


And | want to use every last penny, all the pence and pound 
sterling I’ve got, of it to spoil her rotten because she 
deserves it. 

“Paine! Paine, dammit!” the referee says. 

| turn seeing him standing at the center of the ring with 
Anthony. He better enjoy being champ because his reign 
has less than a minute left to it. 


“Where’s your head at, Paine?” the ref says. “Get over here 
and touch gloves.” 


“Fuck him. l'Il touch my glove to his jaw when | break it for 
disrespecting my woman.” 


“I’m going to disrespect her in more ways than that,” 
Anthony says. 


The ref shakes his head and steps away, annoyed by me, but 
it doesn’t matter. 


Nothing matters, but her. 


| feel my arms shaking as my stance widens. Suddenly my 
head starts shaking and my neck tightens as every muscle 
in my body fires. 


| feel like Bruce Banner as he transforms into the Incredible 
Hulk. 


The bell rings and I charge right at Anthony, who puts both 
gloves up to block the wild, completely undisciplined punch 
that | cock back and throw with all of my weight. 


The momentum from my hips and the power from my 
obliques, my glutes, and my shoulders comes slamming 
forward as my glove finds his jaw, just like | said it would. 


His tasseled boxing shoes come clean off the mat as his 
entire body goes flying toward the ropes. The laws of 
physics are nearly denied as his shoulders clear the top 
ropes as his body continues falling backwards. The gigantic 
German continues his trajectory as his entire body flies right 
outside the ring landing at my woman feet. 


Just like a cat that brings home its kill to win the approval of 
its owner, I’ve dropped this pussy at the feet of my woman, 
letting her see first hand what happens when someone tries 
to disrespect this lion’s lioness. 


“Get an ambulance!” someone yells. 
| feel Jim Gray’s, legendary boxing announcer, hand on my 
shoulder and the bright lights from multiple cameras stuck 


in my face, temporarily blinding me. 


He asks some rapid-fire questions, but | don’t even hear the 
words. It’s only noise to me. 


| raise my glove, moving the camera out of my way and 
checking on my woman to make sure the EMTs don’t bump 
into her or that any of Anthony’s fans cause her harm. 


But her seat is suddenly empty and as | frantically scan the 
area where she was it’s clear she’s disappeared. 


CHAPTER 2 


“Do you have a pre-booking, miss?” the taxi marshal on East 
Parkside, near Car Park 4 outside the O2 Arena says. 


| blow right past him, recognizing the license plate of the 
Uber | booked from the ride-sharing app as I was running for 
the exit. 


| jump in the back and we take off towards my Airbnb. 


“Rough night?” the driver asks about a minute later as we 
enter Blackwall Tunnel’s southern entrances, just south of 
The O2 on the Greenwich Peninsula, as the tunnel guides us 
underneath the bend in the River Thames. 


“I’m not sure,” | say. 


Thankfully the cabbie just nods and doesn’t ask any more 
questions over the course of our thirty-seven minute ride. 


| tap my foot on the floor and exhale hard every few breaths, 
nervously watching the icon of our car on the Uber app 
trying to will it to arrive at White Hart Lane Station, Stop U 
in Tottenham, faster. | would have him drop me off at my 
Airbnb, but | don’t have the address with me and my Airbnb 
app isn’t working...again. | took public transportation from 
the airport to that station when | arrived into town, so if he 
drops me there | can get orientated and will recognize which 
way to walk the last little bit. 


Finally we arrive and | pay him the £2.50 initial fee plus the 
£0.15 per minute fee, effectively draining my purse. | can 
only imagine the awkwardness if I’d hired a black cab or 
Addison Lee, the London based private hire taxi company. 


Thank god I was carrying some quid, because the app 
denied my U.S. issued credit card. 


The cab drives away and immediately | Know my luck is 
about to get tested again...in more ways than one. 


| turn in a half circle, trying to get my bearings just outside 
of Tottenham Hotspur Stadium, one of the six English 
football (soccer) clubs to have never been relegated from 
the Premier League. 


The team is as tough as their many hooligan fans, and after 
not living in London for four years, and not being a big 
football supporter, I’d forgotten just how tough those 
hooligan fans can be. 


If there’s one man | wish were here with me now it 
unequivocally would be him...the man | just ran from. 


The way he delivered that body right on my doorstep, so to 
speak, had me terrified. 


At first, when his eyes locked on mine after | yelled out to 
him, unable to control myself | felt a connection with him, an 
undeniable attraction. 


It’s what I’ve wanted for over four years now and | was sure 
that’s what | saw. 


Until | saw his rage and the way he dropped that man like a 
bag of garbage at the curb on collection day. 


Instantly | was sprouting sweat like a rainstorm, unsure if my 
presence inspired him or enraged him. 


| wasn’t about to take a chance as | immediately ran from 
the arena and didn’t look back. Heck, | didn’t even text my 
brother until | was in the Uber. He probably thinks I’m 
psycho, or afraid of a little blood or something. 


What does Oliver think? 


| feel like | had my one chance right there in front of me and 
| blew it. The chance of a lifetime. 


Right now I’m going to need nine lives to navigate the short 
walk through this dodgy area and back to my 
accommodation. 


To say the people | see along the side of the road smoking 
cigarettes right now are unsavory would be the 
understatement of a lifetime. 


They say the worst thing you can do when faced with a 
predator is to run, as that will bring out the predatory 
instinct even more. 


| quickly begin walking east down White Hart Lane towards 
Creighton Road. 


| keep my chin high, shoulders back, walking with a stiffness 
to my shoulders as l'’d imagine someone like Vladimir Putin 
does when he’s trying to out-alpha all those other foreign 
leaders. Whether he succeeds or not is another story, but all 
| Know is what I’ve seen before and the guys along this road 
don’t look like they were born here. 


| hear them speaking in a harsh tongue as they eye me, 
making catcalls but I just keep on stepping like I’m ten feet 
tall and bulletproof with the biggest dick in the jungle. 
Considering | don’t even have a dick to start with makes my 
charade that much more imperative. 


Ten minutes later, although it seems like a lifetime has 
passed, | arrive at the gate only to find it locked. 


| see the security guard sleeping face down on his “security” 
desk, drool coming out of his mouth as a replay of the fight 
streams on BBC. 


| just can’t escape this night no matter how hard | try. 


| bang on the door with the pinky side of my fist, and he’s 
quickly up and letting me in. 


“Wait. Weren’t you that...” 


“Not me,” | say, continuing up to my room with a swagger 
that lets him know I don’t have the time to be messed with. 
In reality I’m trying to put up a huge bitch shield since I'll be 
staying here all week. Being rude to others is definitely not 
something that comes naturally to me, or how I’d ever want 
to treat people. 


But being the center of attention, especially in the part of 
town | find myself in, is not how to make it through a 
“holiday” visit back home, although this is technically only 
half home to me. 


As soon as I’m through the door | shut it and throw my back 
flat against it, exhaling for the first time in nearly an hour. 


| turn on the water in the shower and then move into the 
main living area, flipping on the TV while the water gets 
warm. 


| strip down, and of course | quickly see that the last person 
to rent was watching Sky Sports. 


All they can talk about is Oliver’s tenacious victory. 


The replay of his devastating blow to the chin of Joshua 
Anthony is played over and over and over again, with the 
announcers freezing it mid frame and saying how they’ve 
never seen anything like it. 


Me either, but what I’m really referring to is him. 


| flip over to BT Sports and they’re still dissecting the fight 
too, although they also seem interested in finding out the 
name of “the young woman ringside.” 


“Great,” | say, rolling my eyes. 


It’s the biggest night of Oliver's life and there’s a chance | 
may have stolen a bit of his thunder. 


But it’s those cloudy eyes of his...the ones that are as 
bottomless and dangerous as a thundercloud that first drew 
me in. It’s one of the many ways he intimidates other men 
without so much as laying a finger on them. 


And it was also one of the many reasons why every woman 
in London, and the Commonwealth, wanted him like no 
other. 


The announcers ramble on about how he’d been distracted, 
which they find unbelievable considering how he’s been 


preparing for this moment his entire life. 


They seem to be lost on the fact that it didn’t make a 
difference...! didn’t make a difference. 


It was just another first round one punch dismantling from 
Oliver Paine. 


And Paine is oh so appropriate in this case because after 
what happened tonight, what | did, years of dreaming of 
being with him, the hopes that I’ve built up over time, have 
been dismantled with one crushing blow, an emotional one 
right to my gut. 


“See! Right there,” the announcer says. “Freeze it there.” 


“Her,” the other announcer says. “He locks eyes on that 
woman and then as soon as he knocks Anthony clean out 
and delivers him right to her feet, the camera pans back on 
him and then back to her, but she’s gone.” 


“More like disappeared,” the other announcer says. 


“Time for you to disappear,” | say to the announcer, hitting 
the off switch on the remote. | don’t need salt thrown in my 
wounds. 


What I do need is a hot shower and some sleep, time to lick 
my wounds and figure out if there’s some way | can be saved 
by the bell. 


Because as it stands right now Anthony wasn’t the only one 
Oliver knocked out with that punch. 


He took my hopes and dreams with it and | have to find a 
way to dust myself off, stand back up, and come back 


swinging... against the best pound-for-pound fighter the 
world has ever seen. 


It’s not going to be easy, but nothing worth doing ever is. 
All | know is I’m going to need a miracle, and Christmas is 


three hundred and sixty four days away...as far away as 
humanly possible. 


CHAPTER 3 


Oliver 


“What do you mean your sister’s not coming?” | say to 
Ethan, my eyes narrowing and my nostrils flare. 


“| don’t know, man. She just up and left. You saw her.” 


No | didn’t actually, or else | wouldn’t have allowed it to 
happen. 


“Where did she go?” 
“| don’t know.” 
“You don’t know? Well where are you two staying?” 


“| just flew in for the fight. I’ve got a flight out in the 
morning back to New York.” 


“Where's Ella?” 
“She got an Airbnb somewhere.” 


“Somewhere? You don’t know where your own sister is 
staying?” 


“She’s an adult. She can make her own decisions.” 


“You're her brother,” | say. | already knocked one man out 
cold tonight because he disrespected her. The last thing | 


expected to find was her brother doing the same thing, but 
in a different way. 


“She’s a woman, Ethan. There are a lot of parts of the city 
that aren’t safe, especially at night.” 


“She lived her before, remember? She'll be fine.” 

| feel my fingers dig into my palm. | want to deck my 
supposed best friend, the one who I never expected to act 
this way. 

| stand up from my seat. 

“Everything okay, champ?” he asks. 

“No. Everything’s not okay. I’m out of here.” 

“Whoa man. You can’t,” he says reaching for my arm, but | 
shoot him a look that leaves no questions in his mind that | 


do not want to be fucked with right now. 


| have to find out where my woman is and make sure she’s 
safe, and the only place | Know she’s safe is by my side. 


“Watch me,” | say. 

“You're under contract. You have to stay for two hours 
minimum or else you’ve got serious problems,” he yells after 
me. 


| don’t care about the troubles, l'Il pay the fine. 


But there is another much more important trouble I’m 
facing. | have no idea where she is and the only person who 


can put me in touch with her is back at the table where | was 
just sitting. 


| turn around and go back to the table. 


“Are you Okay, man?” my friend asks. “You know Ella likes to 
do her own thing. She’s probably in bed reading a book.” 
He pauses. “Why are you so concerned about her anyway?” 


“Why aren’t you?” | ask. 
He shakes his head, turns and takes a sip of his drink. 


He stares off towards the dance floor, his eyes locking on the 
storage cage right in the middle. 


The place we're at is called The Cause, and it’s easy to see 
that it used to be a garage, the storage cage right in the 
middle of the dance floor one of the visual reminders. There 
are girls dancing inside of it and the DJ booth is right next to 
it, which makes the entire dance floor a good setup. I’m not 
one to dance, but if Ella were here there’s no question I’d be 
cutting a rug out there tonight, celebrating my victory and 
more importantly celebrating seeing her for the first time in 
way too damn long. 


The Cause itself has a capacity of four hundred, but when 
paired with its sister club, Grow, as it is tonight, the venues 
combine to host six hundred. 


And there are definitely six hundred people here for the 
sponsored after-party that required me to show. 


It’s crazy how quickly things change in a big city like 
London. Organizing parties in Hackney became too difficult 
due to restrictions. You have to get a Temporary Events 


Notices (TEN), which is harder to come by, and a Special 
Policy Areas (SPA), which keeps new licenses at bay for 
places that want to stay open late. For that reason more 
places spread to Tottenham, which was further north. 


And speaking of how things change so quickly my mind 
flashes back to Ella. She was just a kid five or six years ago 
and now...damn. 


She’s all woman. 


| still remember the get-together we had at her parent’s 
house when they announced they were leaving London to go 
back to the States. 


| was so pissed because | was losing my best friend, the guy 
| went to Thailand with to study Muay Thai kickboxing one 
summer. Our dads went too. It was one of the best 
experiences of my entire life. 


But apparently somewhere along the way Ethan forgot 
about honor. How could he let his sister out of his sight after 
midnight in a big city, or really anytime and anywhere for 
that matter? He’s aman. He’s supposed to watch over her 
day and night and keep her safe. 


That’s exactly what I’ve been thinking about, amongst other 
things, since their going away party. 


That was the first time I’d ever seen her /ike that..like the 
woman that she is now. 


Gone were the pigtails and braces and the clumsy kid who 
wanted to tag along from time to time. 


In there place was a smile that could bring a man to his 
knees, curves that could make a motorcyclist jealous, and 
best of all a mind as sharp as a tack. 


Most people really don’t know how smart she is because 
she’s shy, and never wants to attract attention to herself. 
That’s how she’s always been, and it’s one of the things that 
| admired about her the most. 


She has it all from inside to out. And it’s all going to be 
mine. All | have to do is convince her there are no other 
choices, and claim her the second she sees that I’m the one. 


| didn’t need any time myself, but | had to remember not to 
go too fast too soon and scare her away. 


If she only knew the thoughts | had racing through my mind 
since that day she packed up and went away, she would 
have never come to the fight tonight, or come anywhere 
near the beast I’ve become. The beast that wants to devour 
her, own her, and possess every part of her just like she had 
with me. 


| turn and look at Ethan to my right, the red fluorescent 
lights shining right into his face, which allow me the perfect 
view of his eyes in this profile position. 


“Do you have contacts in?” 
“No. | didn’t want to wear them tonight. | figured they 
would be uncomfortable in the arena and | didn’t want to 


wear glasses either incase something broke out.” 


“Like at UFC 229 between McGregor and Khabib when 
Khabib climbed the cage and jumped into the crowd.” 


“Exactly, and you guys fight in a ring so it’s way easier to 
get out and cause some damage, as we saw tonight.” 


A thought hits me, and I’m instantly reminded of the old 
saying, “It is not what you don’t know that gets you in 
trouble. It’s what you know that really isn’t so.” Some 
people attribute it to Mark Twain and some don’t, but that’s 
irrelevant. The thing | care about is how Ethan answers my 
next question. 


“What did you think before the fight?” 
“You mean when you were staring at me?” 


Jackpot. Like most guys he thought it was all about him... 
and it couldn’t be further from the truth. 


It was all about Ella, and he didn’t even realize it. His 
contacts were partly to blame and his Wall Street ego was 
like the other half of the equation. 

Ethan makes big money in the world of finance and | would 
probably be working in the industry too, if | hadn’t gotten so 
mad when they up and left London. 

When she up and left London. 


| don’t say anything, just let him run with it. 


“It was awesome, man. | wish my sis could have stayed 
around for the conclusion.” 


“Why’s that?” 


“Dude, he was knocked out cold!” 


Yep, he didn’t even see or notice Anthony disrespect his 
sister. 


“She can join us now. What’s her number?” 
“You want to call her?” 

“Yeah. | want to give her a ring.” 

“She’s probably asleep. You know how she is.” 


| grit my teeth and slide in closer and Ethan pulls out his 
phone. 


“Ready,” he says as he scrolls to the number. 


| take his phone from his hands and type the number into 
mine, storing it under “MINE.” I’m not taking any chance on 
not hearing the number properly with the music as loud as it 
is, or even the idea that he might give me a wrong digit... or 
ten. 


| hand him back his phone and hit the green call icon on 
mine. 


CHAPTER 4 


| hit the pause button on the remote and stare at Oliver’s 
body. 


His muscles are so thick, his chest so wide, his shoulder so 
broad. 


His arms are down by his sides but they’re flexed, making 
his forearms look like coiled ropes. 


It’s the part of the match just after Anthony upset him, just 
before the match starts. 


My eyes wander up to his face. Wow. 


His body is one thing but seeing a man who is so focused, so 
determined, so emotionally invested in something is sexy as 
hell. 


| met a lot of guys at university who were just kind of 
coasting without any ambition and a kind of dullness to their 
eyes and their expression. 


Not him. Every part of his being says he’s going to destroy 
that other boxer, and that’s exactly what he did. 


It’s attractive because he has a goal, a plan, and he’s worked 
hard to achieve it. There can only be one heavyweight 
champion of the world. 


And it’s beyond sexy because he knew | was there, almost as 
if he was knocking out Anthony for me. 


| reach over and turn off the lamp on the small table next to 
the bed. 


The only light in the room is from the TV, and the TV only 
displays him. 


| put the remote down and slide my other hand underneath 
the sheets. No way I’m touching myself with the hand that 
was on that remote, but my other hand is still clean from the 
shower, and | don’t have time to go wash the other one right 
now, not that it matters much. 


All that matters is the need | have right now. How insanely 
horny | am for him. How | want him so bad | can almost feel 
his presence in the room just by looking at him on the TV. 

It sounds ridiculous, because it is, but | threw logic out the 
window the moment I spent the last of my money on the 
front row ticket to the fight, a flight, and this shitty Airbnb. 


I’m not making a lot of money fresh out of uni, and 
everything | had managed to save is now gone. 


| wouldn’t change my decision for anything. 

What | saw tonight can never be duplicated. This fight will 
go down in history, and more importantly l'Il have an up 
close and personal history, a memento, in my mind forever. 


But | want more...So much more. 


I want him. 


And as my first two fingers run down my slit and then start 
moving in a circular motion that’s exactly what I’m thinking 
about. 


My eyes start to close as my mind slips off to another 
place... underneath him as he takes me and claims me as his 
forever. 


Through the thin slits still open between my eyelids | stare 
at his image on the screen until my eyes close completely 
and my mind makes the fantasy feel real. 


| moan out imagining him fucking me right here, right now, 
so hard that the headboard slams against the wall as his 
hips slam into me as he buries every last inch of his 
heavyweight cock inside me. 


| know it’s big. He’s big everywhere, and | could see that 
protective cup underneath his trunks. | swear | saw it move 
outward when he looked at me. 

| made him hard. | made him want me. 


And damn I want him so bad right now, want him inside me. 


My hand speeds up and my breath catches as | rub faster 
over my nub. 


Suddenly my thighs quiver, | squeeze my eyes tight, anda 
high pitched whimper escapes me, just before my juices 
escape my body. 


“Oh! Oh! Oooooh!” | say as | keep rubbing, sliding my 
fingers deep inside and then pulling them out. 


My forearms flop on the sides of the bed as | try and catch 
my breath. 


| just lay there, reflecting on what just happened. It felt so 
amazing, yet so hollow, at the same time. 


A minute or two goes by, not that I’m counting or really even 
know, and my mind comes back to the present just as the TV 
screen goes dark from lack of activity for a certain amount of 
time. 


| know the feeling. I’ve been “inactive” and “timed out” 
forever. 


That needs to change. That’s why I’m here in the first place, 
to tell him how | feel. 


| stand up and make my way into the bathroom, washing my 
hands when | hear something on the TV. 


What the heck? 


| step back inside the main room and see the TV is still off, 
the room only illuminated by the light from the bathroom. 


Then | see it. 
My phone is vibrating and lighting up at the same time. 


| quickly dry my hands, carrying the towel with me, as | 
approach my phone. 


The number isn’t blocked, and it’s local. Who in the heck 
has my number? 


| got this number when | took my new position just a few 
months ago. It must be a wrong number, but why would 
someone in the U.K., looking at the number more closely | 
can see it’s a London number, be calling me. 


Maybe my brother has a problem with his phone... and his 
flight. 


| hate answering calls from numbers | don’t recognize, but 
that deep seeded human emotion of fear of missing out and 
not knowing is too great to push away. 


| hit the receive button and bring the phone up to my ear, 
saying nothing. 


“What are you doing?” 


A chill shoots through my body and my back straightens, the 
hand towel falling from my grasp. | look down at my legs 
and see goosebumps everywhere. My breath catches and | 
clear my throat, to make sure the knot | feel in it isn’t going 
to completely betray me right now, not allowing me to 
speak. 


“Who is this?” | say, Knowing full well who it is. 


His deep voice hits me right in the gut. I’m quickly 
reminded of the old saying that goes something like, “An 
American will believe anything said in a proper English 
accent.” He could tell me the earth is flat right now, in that 
gravelly tone that comes across even more matter of fact 
through the phone, and I'd believe it. 


“The man you ran from,” he says. 


“| didn’t run from anyone,” | interject. “I...had to use the 
bathroom.” It’s true, but considering | waited over an hour 
from the time I took off to the time | did, that’s a bit of a 
stretch. Although | may believe just about anything he says 
right now, I’m not going to let him put words in my mouth... 
even if they’re true in this case. 


“Come to The Cause.” 
“| don’t know what The Cause is,” | say. 
“It’s a club in Tottenham.” 


“The overground isn’t running at this hour, and neither is a 
large majority of the underground.” | pause. “And I was just 
in bed anyways,” | say, not saying what | was doing in bed or 
who | was picturing when | was doing it. 


“I'll send a black cab to come pick you up. When can you be 
ready?” 


“| won’t be ready because I’m not coming,” | say. “Don’t you 
listen? You don’t tell a woman what to do, you ask her.” 


“I'm asking you to come,” he says. 


“And I’m telling you no,” the words practically spat out in 
frustration. What in the heck has gotten into me? I’m 
pushing away the exact thing | want, but on the other hand 
if | have to pay a price that’s too great to achieve it, in this 
case my dignity, is it really worth it..especially in the long 
run? 


He wants me on his terms, but I’m doing things on mine. 
Better yet we can do this civilly, as we should, and come toa 
mutually beneficial solution. 


Oh my god, am I thinking in business terms right now? It’s 
well past midnight and | should be sleeping, but here | am 
standing naked in some junky Airbnb with my juices 
plastered across my middle, and dripping down my leg, and 
I’m negotiating getting the man of my dreams...and most of 
the negotiation is happening inside my own head! 


| hear him breathe out hard on the other end of the line, and 
| wonder if my tough stance was too much. You’re 
negotiating, Ella... never speak first when there’s a silence. 
Let the other person break it. 


“Ella,” he says. 
“Yas,” 
“Do you have plans for tomorrow?” 


“| was thinking of taking in the sights. It’s been awhile since 
| last did that.” 


“May | join you?” 


“Certainly,” | say, feeling a bit like Mary Poppins now with 
this lovely conversation. It’s hard not to let a laugh slip out 
knowing this big, burly man who just became the 
heavyweight boxing champion of the world a couple hours 
ago is on the other end of this little chat. 


His voice is just as manly as it ever was, it sounds so smoky 
and seductive | feel like | should put my phone up to my 
pussy and just ask him to rumble a few times, the vibrations 
sending me right into a second release. 


“I'll pick you up in the morning.” 


“I'll let that one slide,” | say. He should have asked me if he 
could, but | got what | wanted and he knows he’s not going 
to just push me around or kowtow to his wishes. 

“Where are you staying.” 


“One second,” | say reaching for the printout | made before | 
left. | rattle off the address quickly. 


“That’s Tottenham. You’re close,” he says as if he could 
reach out and just grab me by my hair and pull me to his 
location right now. 

“| need to get some sleep. Sorry,” I say. “It was a long flight 
and | have a big day planned tomorrow...a date even,” | say, 
trying not to laugh but also letting him know this isn’t the 
two of us “hanging out”... at least not to me it isn’t. 

“Do you have a deadbolt on your door?” he asks. 

“| think so.” 

“Shut it. Shut it now.” 

“Oliver, you can’t—“ 

“Shut it, Ella. I’m not asking you I’m telling you. There are 
manners and then there’s your protection and safety. Do 
you know where you are?” 


“Yes, | told you.” 


“Don’t you remember that part of town from when you lived 
here?” 


“| never came out this way.” 
“For a reason,” he says. 


“I’m picking you up at six, before the sun is up. Have your 
things packed because you’re coming to stay with me.” 


“| already paid for this place.” 


“Cancel it. Get a refund. Do what you have to do, but you’re 
not staying there another night.” 


“I'll lose the money.” 


“I'll give it to you out of my pocket. Listen, that area is not 
Safe. You're in for the night now so the smartest thing, even 
though it pisses me off to know you’re there and not with me 
where I can keep you safe, is to stay where you are. Just be 
quiet and go to sleep. I’m not trying to scare you, I’m just 
telling you. You'll be fine. At six I’m going to be at your 
front door. Don’t open the door for anyone other than me, 
you understand?” 


| nod. 
“| didn’t hear anything.” 
“Yes,” | say. 


“See you at six,” he says and the call ends, not leaving mea 
chance to respond. 


Just when I thought | had some sort of upper hand with him 
he took it right back, but in this case | can’t complain. | look 
around my room and realize how much better it would be to 


be out with him right now, not to mention how dodgy this 
area did appear just now. 


But he wants to come get me in the morning, check me out 
of this place, and take me to his? 


| set my phone back down and make my way into the 
shower. 


The first thing | check is the pressure in the showerhead. It 
will do. 


And speaking of “do,” I’ve got work to do...as in try and get 
all the pent up desires | possibly can out of me tonight. 


Because if not the minute I walk into his home tomorrow | 
won’t be able to control myself. 


CHAPTER 5 


Oliver 


| rap my knuckles on her door right at six in the morning. 

My teeth cringe as | hear how hollow this door is and wonder 
how anyone renting apartments can do such a thing, 
especially when they see the reservation comes though 
under a woman’s name. 


| hear some noise on the other side of the door and my dick 
hardens immediately. 


| should be running on fumes at this point, but my body is 
still full of adrenaline. 


That’s what happens when a twelve-round title fight doesn’t 
even last anywhere near twelve seconds, but that’s only part 
of it. 

The real reason is her. 

| left the club immediately after my mandatory appearance 
was complete, heading straight over to her place and 
parking out front, standing guard throughout the night. 

No way was anything happening to her. 

The chauffeur asked me if | was sure | really wanted to stay 
parked there, suggesting we could drive around and come 
back...or that he could even pick me up later. 


Not a chance. 


One snarl in his direction and that conversation was quickly 
over. 


On more than one occasion we had some shady individuals 
approach our car, which stuck out like a sore thumb, but 
once | rolled down the window and stepped out of the car 
any thoughts of criminal mischief were quickly scuttled just 
as quickly as they took off in the other direction. 


Most crimes in this area are knife crimes, and to knife 
someone you have to get close, generally speaking. 


No one wants to get anywhere near a man my size, 
especially when you recognize who | am, as almost all 
hooligans watch sports, and you have to wonder who else is 
in the car with me. | can’t be traveling without security, 
right? 

Wrong. 

| am security from now on. Hers. 

And the minute I hear her say, “Who is it?” through the door, 
her sweet sounding angelic voice hitting me right in the 
stomach, I’m reminded exactly why I’m never letting her 
find herself in a situation like this again. 

“It’s Oliver.” 

“Who’s your best friend?” she asks. 


“Your brother, Ethan. Until last night,” | say. 


The door slowly opens and my jaw drops much faster. 


There she is standing next to her wheeled luggage, the 
thing looking way too big for her small stature. 


She’s got on jeans, trainers, and a jacket. 


Perfect. It’s just what she needs for what | have planned for 
today. 


| do my best not to let my eyes wander down her body, but | 
fail miserably. Even with the oversized coat on she’s still got 
the most beautiful curves I’ve ever seen. 


My eyes rake back up her body until | find those crystal clear 
blue eyes of hers. | grit my teeth and hear myself breathing 
as | feel my pulse beating in the side of my neck as my cock 
thumps against the inside of my jeans. 


A long moment passes as our eyes just stay locked on the 
others. 


“I’m not sure how to check out,” she finally says. 

“You have the guy’s number?” 

She nods. 

| extend my hand and she reaches into her pocket and 
places her phone in my palm. The thing has a pinkish case 
and is tiny, making me look almost cartoonish holding it, but 
| don’t care. 


“What’s his name stored under?” 


She swallows hard. “Oliver’s bout,” she says. Damn, even 
the way she chooses to remember it is in relation to me...us. 


“What’s his name?” 

“Keith,” she says. 

“You've got everything?” | ask and she nods. 
“Good,” 


| take advantage of my “reach,” measured with your arms 
spread out at shoulder height, one of the longest in the sport 
of boxing, extending my arm without moving my feet, as | 
grab the handle of her bag and pull it towards me into the 
hallway, my arm coming dangerously close to brushing 
against her. 


| motion for her to step outside into the hallway, as | wrap 
my wrist around and pull the key from the door and chuck it 
inside the room, closing the door and making sure it locks. 


| hit the call button and we walk out through the hallway. 


As we move together, side by side, | rip Keith a new asshole 
for the way he puts women in dangerous situations, letting 
him know l'Il be back in a week to make sure he’s made the 
proper changes, especially a new, thick, steel-grade door, 
and a buzzer to the front gate so any jerk off the street can’t 
just gain access to the actual apartment door. 


When he tries to reply with something about calling him at 
this hour I tell him | can easily come by now so we can talk it 
over face-to-face if that’s what he prefers. 


He backpedals, as is standard with phone and Internet 
“warriors,” as they’re known. As expected he’s not a real 
man. 


But | don’t have time for him anymore. | end the call and 
focus all my attention on her, the woman who does deserve 
a real man. 

Me. 

And that’s exactly what I’m going to show her today. 


| help her into the Rolls Royce I’ve rented for the day, and 
put her bag in the boot. 


| come back around and get in next to her. 


There’s something about her there, next to me. There’s no 
question she belongs, that we belong together. 


She’s silent as am I. | can see she’s nervous and for the first 
time in my life | am slightly too. 


But not nervous in the traditional way...nervous in 
anticipation, because | know all the things we're going to do 
from here on out. 

And l'm not just talking about today. 


I’m talking about forever. 


And forever starts now. 


CHAPTER 6 


“Thanks for coming to get me,” | say after a full minute goes 
by. 


“You're welcome, but there’s no need to thank me. It’s my 
responsibility as a man to keep you safe.” 


“That place wasn’t that bad.” 
“Have you seen the movie Taken?” 
“With Liam Neeson?” 


“That’s the one..the one where his daughter is taken by the 
Albanians.” 


a Rig ht.” 


“Well, l'II tell you this now since you’re out of there and 
you’re not going back, but that area is one of the dodgiest 
areas in all of London right now. If you go on hoodmaps.com 
right now and search it, it’s literally labeled ‘knife crime 
central.’ And not only that, that area is pretty much Albania 
West.” He pauses, gritting his teeth again, angry that | had 
to endure a night there. “You’ve heard of the Hellbanianz?” 


“The Albanian mafia in London? Aren't they in Barking?” 


“And where you were.” 


“But you were in Tottenham last night.” 


“Different part..less than two miles apart, but two totally 
separate worlds. You know how it is here,” he says. 


“Things have changed so much since | was last here then.” 


“Some things...and some have stayed the same,” he says, 
turning to look at me with those hooded eyes of his. He 
finally looks back towards the front, as if to make sure the 
driver is going the right way. He really is concerned about 
me...a lot. “Plus today’s Boxing Day. There will be a full 
slate of Premier League games on the telly, and plenty of 
drunk guys showing up at the stadiums, like the one you 
were staying right next to. And if the Tottenham Hot Spurs 
don’t win it could get ugly quick.” 


“It sounds like you’ve already visualized the entire day 
before it happens.” 


“I've visualized a lot more than just the day,” he says 
turning back to me, and this time his look tells me he’s not 
looking away anytime soon. His gaze goes from my eyes to 
my lips and back again. 


| feel my panties moisten and | don’t know what to say, nor 
do | feel like talking now anyways. All I want is the same 
thing he wants too... his lips on mine. 


The suspense is killing me and | feel my mouth opening, but 
not in a sexy way...in a l'm falling into a trance staring at 
this masculine man kind of way and | could start drooling if 
I’m not careful. 


“How was the club?” 


“It would have been perfect if you were there,” flows from 
his lips immediately. 


| feel my cheeks heat and a bead of sweat run down the 
valley in-between my breasts. 


| unzip my coat. “And you were mentioning something 
about my brother?” 


“| just can’t believe he let you stay in that flat.” 

“He didn’t know. It was my idea anyways.” 

“To stay in that place?” 

“To come to the fight,” | say, without thinking, confessing 
the truth about what’s really going on inside my plans right 
now. 


“He’s flying out this morning,” he says. 


“| know. l'm a big girl. | can take care of myself without 
him.” 


“You're tough, you’ve already proven that,” he says. “But 
you don’t need to be a hero, you need to be safe.” 


“And safe is with you.” 


“Yes,” he says with the same convection as if someone asked 
him what two plus two is. 


I’m not sure what to say so! backtrack. “Tell me about the 
club.” 


“It’s called The Cause, because that’s what they have...a 
cause.” 


“They’re socially conscious?” 
He nods. 
“| like that.” 


“The two founders use the venue to fundraise for Mind in 
Haringey, Calm and Help Musicians UK. They’re music 
industry veterans who put a lot of money back into the 
community, and their sister place next door called Grow has 
a garden. They use the money from the drinks they sell at 
night to staff the garden and keep it open in the day so 
artists and musicians have a place to hang out and come 
together as a community.” 


“| love that,” | say. For some strange reason my mind jumps 
to something my friend, Leah a dating coach back home, 
once told me. She said some of her best clients are 
wonderful men, but they’re too fact based and analytical 
and as a result they have trouble connecting with women. 


When a woman notices something, or comments on 
something, these “right-brained” men will take that snippet 
and grasp onto it in a linear fashion, trying to go from point 
A to point B in a straight line instead of feeling his dates 
words and expanding on how those feelings relate to her or 
more importantly them. 


As someone who has a tendency to live in her own mind, it 
hits me that I’m actually pretty similar to those guys at 
times, especially for a woman. 


| bite down on my bottom lip and instead of saying, “that’s 
great,” a better idea, inspired by my friend, quickly takes 
hold. 


“What do you think about that, and by that | mean giving 
back to the community, especially seeing that you’re not 
married and don’t have kids so a lot of community type 
things might not be so beneficial to someone like you... not 
to mention, and | don’t want to sound crass, but you can 
likely afford to cherry-pick the best parts out of life and you 
don’t really need to worry yourself with the other eight 
million people in the city.” 


He pauses, taking in the worlds’ longest sentence | just 
threw at him, at barely past six in the morning on a holiday 
no less. 


“You should be a reporter because that might be the best, 
most well-thought out question I’ve ever got. As a boxer, 
and someone who spends a lot of their time training in 
solitude, it’s easy to think that |, or we boxers, might not 
care so much about other people. But in my case nothing 
could be further from the truth. | strongly believe a rising 
tide lifts all ships, not to mention | wouldn’t be where | am 
today without the support of the entire city, across all the 
different types of people who've supported me in so many 
ways. And of course there’s another reason which is even 
more important... more selfish.” 


He lets it hang and | take it that that’s my cue that he’s 
answered the question as far as he’s going to, but if he just 
complimented me on my “reporting” skills then darn it, I’m 
not going to back off now. 


“What might those selfish reasons be?” 


He says nothing, just staring deep into my eyes making me 
think | might have crossed the line. 


“One day,” he says, leaning in closer. | can feel the heat of 
his body on mine, the feeling of his Navy blue pea coat 
pressed against my jacket. 


The way he towers above me, especially when we're sitting 
down, not that | have long legs or anything, but just being in 
this smallish space, the back of a nice car, with him just 
compresses everything even more. He feels larger than life 
as his head keeps moving closer and closer and | feel my lips 
slowly relax and a warmth in my chest as | feel his kiss 
nearing. 


“Soon, I’m going to have children. And family is always first, 
but community is second. Real estate agents don’t sell 
homes, they sell neighborhoods, and | want my kids, and 
every kid, to have the chance to grow up and play, safely, in 
the best communities they can. So the socially conscious 
business person always gets my business, even though last 
night | wanted to leave so I| could be with someone else.” 


My hand is literally shaking and | make a mental note to use 
the same hand to high five Leah when | get back for 
teaching me a little something about dealing with the 
opposite sex, not that frantically looking for the button that 
brings the window up between the driver and passengers so 
we can have some hot, sweaty, sex in the back of this car on 
a cold morning isn’t the first thing on my mind. 


The windows are fogged, covered in almost as much 
moisture as my panties as his head comes closer and closer 
still. 


“Primrose Hill, sin” the driver announces way too cheerily as 
if he’s delighted in wedging himself in-between our moment. 


A deep chest growl escapes Oliver as his head turns toward 
the front and he bares his teeth at the driver like a cornered 
animal ready to strike out. 


My hand finds his arm, trying to calm him, and | watch the 
anger on his face recede as he turns back toward me. 


He reaches across me, without taking his eyes from me, and 
opens my door. 


| turn to that side to get out, scooting my bottom across the 
plush leather. By the time my feet have reached the 
pavement he’s already on the other side of car offering me 
his hand. 

“Isn’t that the chauffeur’s job?” | ask. 

“He’s already been instructed,” he says. 


“Instructed?” 


“That nobody touches my woman, but me.” 


CHAPTER 7 


Oliver 


The temperature is barely above freezing, but my skin feels 
like it’s practically on fire. 


Two layers, a long sleeve and a T-shirt below, are going to be 
more than enough. You could say it’s because I’m a big guy, 
but that’s not it. 


Her. She’s the reason. 


The cool, crisp air hits me in the face, but inside I’m burning 
up. 


| grab a blanket out of the boot of the car, taking off my pea 
coat and tossing it inside, and take her hand and we walk 
Primrose Hill, moving towards a high spot. 


It’s completely empty, and serene, and that’s exactly what | 
want. 


After laying the blanket down on the frost-covered grass | sit 
down and pat on my lap. 


“You want me to sit on your lap?” 


“| don’t want you to get wet after the moisture soaks 
through the blanket in a couple of minutes.” 


“But if | sit on your lap that’s even more weight, and you'll 
be soaked in a minute. 


“Your weightless, | won’t even notice.” 


| see a smile take over her face and she immediately gives 
up the idea of carrying on with this conversation. 


Good. 


| guide her down, trying to put her in a spot where my 
raging erection doesn’t press against her and frighten the 
hell out of her, but that’s easier said than done. 


| couldn’t stand up if | wanted to now, my rod is so hard I’m 
literally stuck right where I’m at, which is a good thing 
because | wouldn’t want to be anywhere else in the world, 
not when I’ve got her right her with me, on me, | think to 
myself as | wrap my arms around her. 


Her head turns back slightly and she smiles before looking 
forward again. 


It gives me a chance to lean in and quietly inhale the scent 
of her hair. | pick up the floral scents of her shampoo, but 
much more importantly | pick up her natural pheromones 
causing my cock to twitch. | can’t help but breath in deep. 
“Are you smelling me?” she asks. 

“Have you smelled yourself lately?” 


“No. How am I?” 


“If | smelled as incredible as you I'd just lie at home curled 
up into a ball sniffing myself like a dog.” 


“Gross!” she says turning so she can slap me on the arm. 


“There it is,” | say, and she turns her body forward again. 
“Wow, the sunrise is amazing.” 
“That’s not what I was talking about.” 


She slowly turns back towards me and my desire to taste her 
lips almost overwhelms me. 


“What were you talking about then?” 

“You,” | say tapping her on the nose. 

Out of nowhere a jogger goes running by and our eyes track 
him, our moment interrupted a second time. I’m losing my 
patience with these guys who have a knack for making their 
presence known at the most inopportune times. 


“You must run a lot for your training.” 


“That right there,” | say, my eyes on the jogger, “is me over 
three hundred mornings a year.” 


“Doesn't it get old?” 

“No, because | do it mostly in solitude, outside the city ata 
training camp. | see deer and other wild animals at these 
early hours. It’s peaceful, and I call upon that peace when 
I’m in the ring where things are anything but peaceful.” 
“Sort of a yin and yang?” 


“Exactly.” 


“But you've never found your counterbalance in real life?” 


“| don’t think you find it. | think it finds you.” 
“What do you mean?” 


“It’s like when you can’t find something. If you look for it 

you search in all the usual places, but if you just go about 
your day you’re bound to retrace your steps and you often 
find what you’re looking for that much faster, and without 
actually looking for it.” 


“| guess | never thought of it that way.” 


“Here’s an example,” | say, ready to make my intentions 
perfectly clear. I’m done waiting, the inner conflict of being 
her brother’s best friend... or of her being possibly too young, 
are both gone. 


How could she be too young? She was a woman now, my 
woman, and | was ready to let it be known. 


“Okay,” she says, noticing the temporary stop as | prepare 
my words. 


“| went to your family’s going away party. My reason for 
going of course was to show support for my best friend and 
his family. | was angry that you all were leaving, very upset. 
And then something happened.” 


| pause and she says nothing. | watch as her eyes seem to 
narrow and then open slightly as if she correctly anticipates 
exactly what I’m going to say next. 


“In the course of going about my day, and readying myself 
for the darkness or the yin that | was expecting from that 


moment, | was slapped in the face with the yang, a light so 
bright that it changed me forever.” 


She nods. “Are you a big believer in spirituality?” 


“| wasn’t and | wouldn’t say that | am now, but as a fighter 
there is a lot of Eastern philosophy that comes into play, 
more than some might expect.” 


“And you believe in it?” 


“| believe in what | see and what | feel, and that day | saw 
something more beautiful than anything I’d ever laid eyes 
on... something that has remained the most beautiful thing 
I’ve ever seen...something that makes me feel like nothing 
else on earth. Something that gives me a high bigger than 
winning a boxing match like last night. Something more 
pure than running through the forest in the morning and 
witnessing the birth of a fawn right before my very eyes. 
Something so perfect, so meant for me, that there’s no 
choice but to believe...and | do. | do believe.” 


| feel my hands tighten around her even more intensely as 
my need reaches a level that cannot be stopped this time no 
matter who tries to come between us. 


“What is that something?” she says, her face moving closer. 


“It’s not a something, it’s a someone. And | believe in her...| 
believe in us,” | say as | lean forward, pulling her body into 
mine at the same time and my lips come crashing down on 
hers for the first time. 


CHAPTER 8 


My head is still spinning an hour later from the way he 
kissed me as we Sat all by ourselves up on Primrose Hill. 


The idea of getting up so early didn’t appeal to me at first, 
but taking in the pinks, purples, blues, and oranges of the 
sunrise over the frosted grass and the light fog was 
absolutely amazing. 


Just a short drive later he’s holding open the door for me to 
the The Black Penny, one of London’s most well known 
breakfast establishments. 


It’s as if tasting him only made me hungrier for more, more 
of him and more for actual food. | know I’m going to need to 
fill my belly if he has me burning calories all day as we 
explore the city...and hopefully more of each other. 


“You gonna get ya’ some bacon and eggs and hash browns?” 
he says in a drawled out Southern U.S. Accent. 


“Hey!” | say slapping him on the arm as we take a look at 
the menu. “Don’t make fun of me just because | went back 
to the States. People from the South and the Midwest are 
some of the nicest and most genuine and down to earth 
people in the world.” 


“| couldn’t agree with you more,” he says. 


We go back to studying our menus and | feel the 
anticipation knowing this day is going to be the best in my 
life, no matter what the end result is. | know he’s going to 
make the entire journey fun, and | need to start thinking of 
ways to tease him too or else the score will be very lopsided 
in his favor by day’s end. 


Score...the word sticks in my brain and even though it’s a bit 
vulgar and slang, | wonder if that’s what’s going to happen 
for me for the first time before the clock strikes midnight. 


“Decide what you'd like?” the waitress asks. 


As a foodie, my mouth is literally watering. “lII go with the 
brioche French toast,” | say. They had me at whipped lemon 
ricotta and absolutely sealed the deal somewhere in- 
between the black cardamom sugar and blueberry compote. 
The toasted almonds just make it sound that much more 
spectacular. 


“And you, sir. Oh!” she says, taking in the sight of Oliver. 
“Congratulations. Incredible performance last night...| mean 
this morning.” 


| feel jealousy shoot through me wanting to tell her to back 
off, but | take a deep breath instead. Her words are 
lacerating, but it’s just by coincidence that they could seem 
sexual to prying ears. | Know they’re anything but. 


And I know Oliver must be used to this and that he’s not 
interested as he keeps his eyes on his menu and her 
comment slides off him like water off a duck’s back. 


“I'll go with the bubble and...” 


“Bubble n’ squeak, got it.” She says. She gives mea 
friendly look and says, “Men never like saying that when 
they’re in the presence of a date or their wife,” she says and 
extends a closed fist. 


“And can | get two of them?” Oliver asks. 
“Double bubble n’ squeak,” she says. “Got ya covered.” 


I’m completely shocked at how friendly she is, wondering 
when the customer service took such a drastic step up in the 
city...or maybe this is Oliver’s everyday life. As a celebrity | 
guess he probably gets treated a lot differently than the 
Average Joe, so to speak. 


| make a fist and give her a bump and she smiles. 


| feel a lot better that her comments didn’t have a hidden 
undertone and | catch myself realizing how truly jealous she 
made me, and how little effort it took. Spending the day 
with Oliver is going to present a personal challenge for me 
I'd somehow completely overlooked. 


| need to stay cool when fans and women “want a piece of 
him,” even if it’s just a congratulatory word or a photograph. 


“Two?” 


“| worked up an appetite this morning already,” he says with 
a smirk. 


“You did seem a bit...hungry,” I tease. My eyes go back to 
the menu. “So, grilled pork plus sage sausages, barbecue 
sauce, rocket and a fried egg. All of that times two.” 


“| was thinking of getting three, but | didn’t want to 
completely scare you, and the staff. That’s the kind of 
clickbait headline that easily winds up on the Internet before 
we've even stepped out the front door.” 


“Really? That fast?” 


He motions with his head to the side and my eyes scan the 
room. Everyone looks nice and polite, but | do see literally 
everyone with their head down, but their eyes up. Some are 
hiding behind coffee cups and others forks or even fists 
resting on chins, but literally everyone is watching us. 


| lower myself down into my seat. “This is what it’s like?” | 
say in a hushed tone. 


“Yeah, but it’s fine. The key is to just do exactly what you 
want to do and just go about your day as normal. Eventually 
you won’t even notice.” 


| latch onto his words. Eventually you won’t even notice, not 
eventually | stopped noticing or something along those 
lines. 


Maybe I’m thinking over this too hard, but he’s saying it like 
the two of us being together is a done deal. 


Over the course of the next hour or so we take our time, 
eating, enjoying, and just having a really nice time. Who 
knew getting up this early could be so fun? 


After our plates are cleared | get my hand ready for the 
money | have in my pocket. It’s not much, but | feel like we 
should split the check, or maybe just pay for what we each 
ate since the man eats enough to feed a small village. 


A few moments later our server, and a man out of the 
backroom, come to greet us. 


“You're all set,” the man says. “On the house.” 


Oliver insists on paying, which | admire, but the man won’t 
let him. Eventually Oliver relents and the man asks for a 
picture. 


One of the staff members comes forward with a proper 
camera and Oliver motions for me to get in the picture. 


As much as I want to I’m not sure. | don’t think that having 
me in this photo is what this man had in mind. 


But Oliver puts his hand up, covering his face until this time 
I’m the one who relents, joining him by his side and seconds 
later the flash fires and we shake hands with what turns out 
to be the owner and are on our way. 


“That was pretty cool,” | say as Oliver holds the door for me 
as we leave. 


“Yeah. Good food and great company,” he says giving mea 
wink as he helps me in our car which is still waiting right out 
front. 


We sit in the back cuddling and teasing each other and not 
twenty minutes later the car stops and Oliver is helping me 
out again. 


“I've always wanted to come here, but never did!” 


We step into Madame Tussauds and take in all the wax 
sculptures. 


There’s one of my favorite actors, Benedict Cumberbatch 
from Sherlock, Audrey Hepburn, Beyonce, and even Prince 
William and Kate Middleton. 


We stumble upon the sculpture of David and Victoria 
Beckham and we have to get a picture. 


| hand my phone to one of the staff members and she snaps 
a funny pic. 


“David's gonna love this,” Oliver says as casually as if he’s 
having afternoon tea with one of the most famous Britons of 
all time. 


Out of nowhere | feel a hand on my shoulder and turn to see 
a small older woman. 


“You know, those celebrities don’t have anything on you two 
kids. I’m ninety-three years old and I’ve never seen a better 
looking couple.” 

“Thank you,” | say, putting my hand on her shoulder. 


“| bet your children are the most precious things,” she says. 


| don’t say anything, turning to Oliver who just playfully 
raises his palms. 


“Please tell me you do have children,” the lady says. 
“Well...um...” 


“Well what are you waiting for? How long have you two 
been married already?” 


“Actually... we’re not.” 


The woman turns to Oliver gripping my arm tighter for 
balance as she raises her other arm, pointing her finger right 
at him, which | don’t ever remember seeing someone do in 
manners conscious England. 

“Young man, quit fooling around wasting this pretty lady’s 
time and put a ring on it. Listen to Beyonce like you should 
before this treasure is lost forever.” 


Oliver smiles and leans in close to the woman, whispering 
something in her ear as he looks at me with a big smile. 


I’m absolutely loving this moment. 


“| think | heard some of what you said, and what | heard was 
enough,” she says, slapping him on the arm. 


| laugh so hard | snort and the little old lady shuffles off, 
disappearing just as quickly as she appeared. 


“Did you set that up?” Oliver asks. 

“No! | swear,” | say. 

“Mr. Paine, they’re ready for you,” a staff member says. 
“Thanks,” he says, and holds out his hand for me. 

“You want me to?” 

He doesn’t wait for a reply, simply taking my hand in his and 
following the lady that works here out the front door where 


there is a swarm of people and reporters. 


“What in the...” 


A few words are spoken as camera flashes fire and minutes 
later a tarp is pulled off a brand new wax sculpture of... 
Oliver. 


“Whoa,” is all | can say. 

He steps forward, making sure our handhold is not broken 
and says a few words as fans cheer and people stop to see 
what all the fuss is about. 

“It’s the champ!” someone yells. 

“And the girl from the front row!” someone else adds. 

My skin is instantly covered in goosebumps from head to toe 
as | feel a chill shoot through me. Do people know about 
me? 

A few seconds later and security comes out to help us get 
back in our car. Even with security, Oliver wraps his arms 
behind my back, engulfing me as he blazes a trail through 
the fans, opening it so | can pass smoothly. 

We're whisked away and | feel my heart pumping like crazy. 
“You got your own statue.” 


“Not bad. What did you think?” 


“| think it was Surreal. It was like there were two of you 
there.” 


“Which one do you prefer? The one who can’t talk or the 
one who doesn’t want to shut up, who can’t quit showing 
you off to the world?” 


“That one...always,” | say, as he leans in and kisses me. 
“They already had your measurements and everything?” 


“Yeah, right after the fight was announced. | had to sign 
consent forms, licensing agreements, and things like that.” 


“But what if—” | catch myself mid-sentence, but it’s too 
late. It doesn’t take a real life Sherlock Holmes to figure out 
what | was about to say. 


“If | lost?” 

“Sorry. I’m so sorry,” | say. “I didn’t mean to bring it up.” 
“Not a problem, really. You know why?” 

| shake my head. 


“Because when | see something | want | don’t let anything 
get in my way. Last night it was the heavyweight 
championship and now that’s all changed, because now and 
into the future | only have one thing | need more than 
anything else in this world and l'Il spend everyday proving 
exactly that...to you,” he says and his lips come crashing 
down on mine. 


CHAPTER 9 


Oliver 


There’s no need to check the Internet, | know the papers will 
already be having a field day after what happened at 
Madame Tussauds. 


Good. 


Now the whole world will know she’s mine... Know not to try 
anything with her, knowing she’s already been claimed by 
the same man who knocked another man out cold earlier 
this morning with one punch. 


It’s almost unfathomable to think this is still our first day 
together in four years, and it’s barely half over. 


That’s what happens when you start at the stroke of 
midnight and you’ve been thinking about her for four long, 
torturous years. 


You know exactly what you want and you move towards 
making that happen as quickly as possible. 


The car rolls to a stop and | help her out while | excuse 
myself, ducking back inside to change my pants and 
underwear. Thankfully | brought an extra pair, but my 
reasoning for needing them was wrong. 


| thought there was a real chance | wouldn’t be able to 
contain myself... figured | might make a fool out of myself 
and literally come just from her touch, from her kiss. 


If | wasn’t so focused on keeping myself calm there’s a good 
chance that that’s exactly what might have happened, but 
I’ve managed to avoid it so far. 


The culprit was the wet grass, and damn do I ever want to 
get her back to my place to see if her underwear is just as 
wet as mine, but for a very different reason. 


| try and get my pants back on, but my cock is so hard | 
can’t get them sorted out. 


“Everything okay,” her muffled voice says through the thick, 
tinted glass. 


“Yeah, just a little stuck. Be right there.” But what | really 
want to do is kick this chauffeur out and stick my cock in her 
right here and right now, claim her immediately and start 
making babies with her. | want to come in her so deep and 
so hard that my seed fills her so deep we trace the night of 
conception back to today, the day | truly became 
champion...champion of the world because | won her as 
mine. 


| finally manage to get my pants on and make a quick call to 
my French-born friend Lucie. We’ve never met before, but 
she’s definitely a friend now after | provide her with a few 
details and she tells me, “Don’t you worry. You're in good 
hands and I know...hands are my business,” before | thank 
her and quickly end the call. 


“Everything okay?” Ella asks as | step out of the car into the 
warming afternoon temperatures. 


“Never been better,” | say, looking down to see she’s 
unzipped her coat a bit and | can see down her top. 


A shot of jealousy rushes through me. “It might be getting 
cold again real soon. Probably best to zip all the way back 


up.” 


She looks down and realizes the true meaning behind my 
words. “Uh huh,” she says looking straight down her top 
realizing just how incredible her cleavage looks right now, or 
at least she should. She’s the most beautiful woman ever to 
set foot on this earth and | don’t want any other man seeing 
what’s mine. 


She zips up her jacket and | take her hand, leading her right 
up to Buckingham Palace. 


We stand, side by side, taking in the majestic view of it all. 


| feel a slight tug on my hand and look down at her. “You 
know you’re making me feel like a princess today,” she says. 


My chest swells with pride. “Today will be the last day of 
that.” 


“Why?” she says, her head recoiling back. 


“Because although you’re the most beautiful princess in the 
history of this palace or any other, you’re much better suited 
to be my queen.” 


| can see her pupils dilating in real time and | lean in and 
give her a very possessive kiss in front of the whole world. 
People are starting to recognize us now, and the more 
people, and the sooner, they recognize she’s mine the 
better. 


| pull her in close and after a long, deep, passionate kiss we 
come up for air. 


| turn and look back at the palace and | catch one of the 
infantry soldiers in the Queen’s Guard, in his full-dress 
uniform consisting of a red tunic and a bearskin hat, quickly 
looking away. 


| can’t help but snarl at the sight of catching the 
infantryman sneaking a peek at me claiming my woman. 


| feel rage thinking he must be imaging himself in my shoes, 
with my luck as I’ve got the prettiest woman there is. 


| march right over there and get right next to his ear. 


“You've got a job to do, and your job is not to be looking at 
my woman...not now and not ever. | respect the country too 
much to make an example out of you right now, but if you 
try it again you better know l'Il put my national pride aside 
and make an example out of you in front of the entire world. 
Eyes off my woman. Grunt if you understand, if not l'Il make 
you grunt as you double over in pain.” 


The guardsman grunts immediately and | turn to go. | was 
facing away from the crowd and my body language was still 
as | stood in front of him. Because of this neither he, nor 
the country, has to save face or incur a black eye, either 
figuratively or literally. 


Personally, | don’t care what the world thinks about me. I'll 
come to blows over my woman without question. As aman 
it’s my job to protect her honor just as that guardsman is to 
protect the country's. He should know better, and now he 
does. He’s a young man and l'Il give him one chance, but | 
sure hope he learned his lesson... for everyone’s sake. 


“What did you say to him?” she asks as | return, taking her 
hand and scooping her up in my arms to the oohs and ahhs 
of some Japanese tourists. 


“The same thing I’m showing the world right now. That your 
mine and only mine,” | say, carrying her like the caveman 
I’ve become. 


And if it weren’t for my needing to wait for a reply for the 
call | made when we arrived, this caveman would be 
carrying her back to his man cave right now to claim her 
primal style. 


But not yet. Patience is a virtue and no matter how much 
I’ve already displayed, | have to endure more. More aching 
pain in my balls that demand to release every drop of seed 
they have prepared for her and only her, inside her. 


But my pain is nothing compared to the pain | will inflict on 
any man trying to physically, mentally, verbally, or 
emotionally abuse any woman, especially mine. 


I’m proud of my woman’s toughness. She just let that whole 
incident slide like water under the bridge, but not me. If 
that guardsman thought I was here to try to get him to laugh 
like all the other tourists, well...he quickly learned when it 
comes to her and my protectiveness of her that’s no 
laughing matter. Not. One. Fucking. Bit. 


| see the tourists gathering around our car, which is perfect. 


| easily turn and just walk away from them, carrying her to 
our next spot on our day as tourists together exploring my 
city with fresh eyes, even though I’ve been here my entire 
life and she’s lived here a good deal of hers. 


The world is different when you see it through someone 
else’s eyes, or when your eyes take on a whole new 
perspective because you know you've found the one. 


And | can’t wait until “the one” and | have our first child, so | 
can see the world all over again how it’s meant to be seen... 
with the freshness and enthusiasm of a newborn life that we 
created together. 


CHAPTER 10 


My big boxing brute with the brains to match carries me for 
a good twenty minutes without so much as breathing heavy 
or acting like he’s carrying anything at all. 


It’s one thing to get a taxi, it’s another to rent one of those 

Carriages or even take the red hop on hop off tourist buses... 
and it’s completely something else to be carried by the most 
desirable man in all of London, and in my opinion the world. 


As we enter a building | witness the opulent decadence 
before | see the display announcing we are indeed inside of 
Claridge’s. 


“Two for tea, please,” he says, upping the English tradition of 
afternoon tea to a whole other level. 


We're quickly seated inside their absolutely lovely tearoom. 
The tablecloth is crisp and white and Oliver opts for a rich 
Oolong, while | decide to go for the “refreshingly complex 
Claridge’s Blend.” 


Minutes later our vertical striped cups and pot, in white and 
a mint green, arrive. One sip and | can’t help but quickly 
motion for the waiter to request a slice of their Tainori 
chocolate mousse to pair it with. 


Moments later | discover the chocolate mousse is to die for 
and it’s easy to see why the long list of visitors to the hotel 
which also occupies the building has been frequented by the 


likes of Queen Victoria, Winston Churchill, Audrey Hepburn 
and Cary Grant. 


Even though the place is absolutely spectacular and fit for a 
queen, the real reason | feel like royalty is because of him. 


He watches me with a curious smile as | can’t help but feel 
like a kid in a candy store, albeit I’m a woman and this 
“candy store” is packed with some of the finest desserts I’ve 
ever seen. Yes, | am checking out the other tables without 
one ounce of shame. 


“How are things going for you Stateside?” Oliver asks. 


“Good. | just graduated a few months back and I’m working 
my first job so I’m still kind of getting my feet underneath 
me.” 


“But you like it?” 


“It’s...good. It’s nice to be back, but sometimes | have a bit 
of an identity crisis being that | have both American and 
English citizenship.” 


“The countries are very similar and yet worlds apart at the 
same time, aren't they?” 


“Definitely. There’s something very British, or even global, 
about ‘making it in America.’ Success in the U.K. is without 
a doubt something to be extremely proud of and quite an 
achievement in and of itself too.” 


“Absolutely. I’ve built my life on that principle, success in 
the U.K., where I’m proudly from. It’s served me well,” he 
agrees. 


“I'm with you, but there’s something | remember hearing Lee 
Child say a while ago.” 


“You've read the Jack Reacher series?” 
“Who hasn’t?” 
He raises his eyebrows in agreement yet again. 


“Lee mentioned that he remembers listening to a radio 
broadcast as a child and the gist of it was a moment where 
the Beatles had ‘made it in America.’ He was inspired by 
that and it ultimately led him to New York to try and do the 
same.” 


“And make it he did.” 


“Without question. But the heart of the matter is his Jack 
Reacher character. He often says in a very straightforward 
manner that the character is a knight errant, and that 
character worked extremely well in Europe years ago when 
there were swaths of unexplored land, forests, and things of 
that nature. But Europe has been pretty well settled at this 
point.” 


“While our friends across the pond still offer that Wild West, 
rugged, open space that allows Child’s character to play out 
more like the Wild West hero Shane, who rides into town, 
saves the day, and then rides off into the sunset.” 

“Exactly! How did you know that?” I ask. 


“Michael Connelly mentioned once that Reacher is basically 
Shane, and it made a lot of sense to me.” 


“You read quite a bit, don’t you?” 


“Best way to learn in my opinion, whether those ‘lessons’ are 
presented as fiction or non... it doesn’t really matter, and to 
be honest reading between the lines and figuring them out 
yourself, as fiction lends itself, is my preferred way.” 


“So can you...read me?” 

“I can, and I know it’s even easier to read me,” he says, as 
he takes a drink of his tea, not a sip but a proper drink, 
never taking his eyes from mine. 

“You know what I want and what I want is you. But! want 
you here, in London. | think it’s better, safer, and more 
easily paired with weekend trips, or longer, to the South of 
Spain, Morocco, Italy, Scandinavia...heck even back to New 
York.” 

“But what if | want to make it in America?” 

“Why not do both?” 

a How?” 


“An online business might be one way.” 


“| have tinkered with selling things through Etsy and driving 
traffic via Pinterest, but | didn’t get it to work.” 


“It’s tough, no doubt, but | know you can do it. You're 
determined and sassy and | like that about you.” 


“You think I’m sassy?” 


“You haven’t been too much today, but | think that’s just 
because we haven’t seen each other in so long and you're 


being polite.” 
| can’t help but smile. 


“You could set up a Shopify site and order samples from 
Aliexpress and give that a go.” 


“But | would need to devote more time to it, and money for 
the samples.” 


“I'm happy to help with that and that ties into what this 
conversation is really about.” 


“Making money, or making it in other countries?” 


“Us. It all starts and ends with us and how we set this up for 
the both of us to win long term.” 


“What makes you think there is an us long term?” | say, 
squinting slightly. 


“Like | said... Sassy.” 

| can’t help but laugh, but | am serious. 

“You're the one for me, Ella. That may sound crazy right 
now or way too fast, but | can guarantee you it’s not. This 
has been building for four long years and | can’t wait any 
longer. You are mine. There is no other way.” 

“What if that’s not what | want?” 


“It is. | can see it in your eyes.” 


“Are you sure?” 


“Completely. And I’m also sure about you. | want you more 
than anything and | won’t stop until | have you, and not just 
for one night.” 


The cup that was at my lips freezes. 


“This isn’t just a sexual desire, it’s so much more. | know 
you and | know your family, and | know the kind of person 
you are. The only thing about your family is the fact that 
your dad up and left. That really upset me. If that hadn’t 
happened we would of had this conversation four years ago 
and we’d already have a couple of kids by now.” 


“What about your boxing career? Would that have been the 
same?” 


“| don’t even care. That was just rage that took me from a 
good amateur boxer into the best. It was all that anger of 
losing you, and so suddenly, especially after I’d just found 
you. It was like getting hit in the gut and then punched 
right in the mouth.” 


“Come again?” 


“When I saw you at your going away party you were so 
damn beautiful it knocked the wind right out of me. | 
couldn’t even think or speak and | literally had to sit down 
and take deep breaths | was so blown away.” 


“You're exaggerating.” 


“| swear. And then it occurred to me that the whole reason 
the party was even happening was because your dad had 
decided he wanted to go back to New York. What’s wrong 
with London? He could have made just as much money 


here, especially then when the pound was so strong. Hell he 
could be making fifty percent more.” 


“That’s the problem,” | say, exhaling hard as | set my cup on 
the saucer. “I didn’t want to bring this up because of my 
dad’s pride, because of our family pride.” | breathe out 
again. “The truth is my dad didn’t decide to up and leave. 
He was downsized and had no choice. He had a family of 
four to feed and his best option at the time was to go back 
to New York to do that.” 


“I'm sorry. | didn’t know.” 


“It’s okay. Nobody knows by design. Plus he was able to get 
Ethan in at the same time via some sort of combo deal. It 
seemed incredibly lucky at the time as they needed a junior 
analyst and a senior level member so when they both got 
offers they couldn’t pass it up, especially considering my 
dad was just let go and his severance package was severely 
lacking.” 


“He’s a fighter, just like you.” 


“Just like you,” | retort. “You're the fighter and that’s what 
tells me that this can work, that it will work... that we'll work 
it out no matter what.” 


“Because I’m a boxer?” 


“No, because | just threw a few what ifs at you, and it wasn’t 
meant to be childish test or something like that, but no 
matter what | said you just kept coming, kept giving me your 
best shots...and by shots | mean you were finding a way to 
break through the potential walls | was putting out there 
that could cause problems for us.” 


“That’s exactly what | promise to do. Always.” 


“Always sounds nice, and | completely believe you, but | only 
have until the first of the year to be in the city and then | 
have to fly home and get back to how things were.” 


“You don’t. Give them your two-week notice if you have to. 
Even better just tell them you’re done and you’re staying 
here with me. Tell them the truth. Tell them you've basically 
been kidnapped by a dangerous man who refuses to let you 
go and you’re scared for your safety and your family’s.” 


“Speaking of my family, what about my brother?” 

“I'll take care of that.” 

“You think it’s going to be easy? You know how he is.” 
“Walls, remember? He’s going to put another one up 
without a doubt. But it doesn’t matter if he builds it with 
bricks, concrete, steel, molten lava, or anything else 
because | don’t care. l'Il bust right through it every time if 


you’re what’s on the other side.” 


“You sure you’re prepared to risk your friendship with my 
brother?” 


“I'm prepared to risk everything, just you wait and see.” 


CHAPTER 11 


Oliver 


An hour later we're walking out the back entrance to 
Claridge’s where our driver is waiting. 


Not fifteen minutes later we arrive at the London Eye, and 
after buying our tickets and slipping an envelope to the 
operator | excuse myself to use the toilet. 


Checking my phone I duck behind the toilets and send the 
message that I’m in position. 


Seconds later | meet Lucie face to face for the first time. She 
delivers exactly as promised, wishes me luck, with my 
promise in return to let her know how things go...even 
though | already know. 


Call it cocky. Call it arrogant. Call it confidence. 

Personally | call it drive and determination, the 
determination to go after what you want most in this life and 
not taking no for an answer until you get it. 

| nod at the London Eye operator and we get in our private 
ovoidal capsule as it slows at the bottom, but never fully 
stops allowing the rotation to continue smoothly. 


“Wow,” Ella says. There goes my chest swelling with pride 
again. “What is this?” 


“This is what they call Cupid’s Capsule, and this is ours.” 


| move to where our Pommery Brut Royal Champagne is on 
ice, pouring us each a flute. 


“Cheers,” | say as | hand her hers. 
“Cheers,” she says. 


“To you. To us. To the future which will always be brighter 
now.” 


“Your life is already shining very bright so that means a lot 
to me. Thank you,” she says. 


We clink glasses and | take a sip, before lowering my flute 
and tasting what | want more than anything... her lips. 


CHAPTER 12 


| feel lightheaded as he kisses me, my whole body feels like 
I’m floating thanks to his lips, the champagne, and the slow- 
moving capsule as we ascend. 


His lips are both firm and gentle at the same time, hungry 
and passionate yet caring and worshiping. 


| feel his hand take my flute as he sets both down on the 
wooden oval bench in the middle of the capsule, quickly 
coming back to me. 


We'd tried to kiss earlier, and were interrupted. Then we 
were able to kiss on multiple occasions, but there were 
people around. 


No more. Not this time. No one in the world can get to us 
inside our huge bubble that’s only going higher and away 
from prying eyes. 


He pulls me in close, holding me protectively. My lips part 
allowing his tongue to slide through and he swirls it in my 
mouth, tasting me as my entire body melts into his. 


His muscles are taut, flexed, and hard as a rock. He rips off 
his jacket and tosses it to the side, allowing me to feel his 
thick pecs and down across his abdominals, feeling each 
groove between each of his perfectly defined twelve-pack. 


Just as quickly as I’m feeling him up and down, | feel my 
panties moisten and my nipples pebble, knowing this isn’t 
going to stop at just kissing. 


This is exactly why | came to London. 


Did | want to see his fight? Absolutely. But! wanted to see 
if he was more than a fighter, if he was a lover... my lover. 


The way his hands hold me tight tells me he has nothing 
slow and gentle planned, no love making right now though. 
This is need, pure unadulterated need from both sides. 


And | need him now and forever. I’m completely sure of that. 


His lips slowly move away from mine, catching my lower lip 
just as he goes. My head moves with him trying to stay 
connected, but our bond is broken. 


“| want to see you, beautiful. All of you,” he commands, his 
piercing eyes shooting fire at me. That piercing look tells 
me his eyes alone could start fires that would burn this 
whole damn city down if | don’t give him exactly what he 
wants, and what | want too. 


He steps back, his palms pressing against the glass as his 
heaving chest rises and falls and his hungry look focuses on 
me. 


| swallow hard, feeling completely exposed out here in this 
big empty space alone. And this is before I’ve even exposed 
an inch of my flesh to him. 


“What do you want to see?” | ask nervously. 


“All of you,” he growls. “Every single inch of you bared for 
me. | want to take in the view of your beautiful perfection 
from this height, making the head rush I already have 
multiply to the point I can’t even think, can’t focus, can’t 
breathe... because I’m so lost inside you.” 


“Lost in me?” 


“My eyes. My tongue, and soon my cock. All of me. Every 
damn part of my existence.” 


He smirks at me in a way that a feral wolf would when he 
knows his prey is backed into a corner with nowhere to run, 
not that | want to be anywhere else than where | am right 
now. 


| slowly unzip my jacket, his eyes following the metal down 
as it opens. 


“That’s it. Keep going. Show me more. Show me 
everything.” 


“This is what you want?” | say tossing my jacket on top of his 
and pulling my shoulders back, sending my chest more 
forward. 


“| want it all,” he says, his eyes raking across my body. 


“What if | want to go first? What if | want the same from 
you? What if | want to see you and to taste you?” 


“You can and you will, but I go first. | taste you first and | 
please you like you've never felt pleasure before. You can 
count on that,” he says and my eyes dart to his trousers as | 
see his huge cock jerk underneath the fabric of his pants 
right before my very eyes. 


“Yeah, that’s right. That’s for you. I’ve been saving it just 
for you and no one else. And | will have you. Tell me you 
want it.” 

“I do want it...every last inch.” 


“Good, then be a good girl, and a naughty girl too, and show 
me what’s mine.” 


My entire body aches for him, and | know my panties are 
soaked through. 


And he knows it too, his eyes move to my middle and lock 
on right there. 


| feel my entire body shaking. 
“Show me,” he demands. 


I’m so turned on | feel like | could practically come right now, 
just from his look. 


“I’m going to make you scream so loud that the whole city 
will hear it from this height.” 


“Scream?” 


“Oh you're going to scream all right, when | stick my tongue 
deep inside you and fill you with it, diving deep in your 
pussy and taking your clit in my mouth. You'll scream all 
right. You can count on that.” 


| reach for my belt and two deep grumbles leave his chest, 
visible vibrations Underneath his shirt, as his nostrils flare. 


Once my belt is off, | toss on the rapidly growing pile of 
clothes, unbuttoning my pants. 


“Slower, and keep your eyes on mine,” he says, as he 
watches me undress. 


“| want to see just how wet you are for me. See how moist 
those panties are before | put my wet tongue down there 
and taste what I’ve done to you.” 


My pants reach my ankles and as the capsule continues to 
move I’m worried about falling flat on my face, not sexy at 
all. 


| wobble backwards and sit down on the wooden bench in 
the middle, removing my shoes and then sliding my pants 
off my legs. 


“Right there. Spread your legs wide for me. Show me your 
wet panties.” 


| square my body up to him, my breath catching and then a 
moan escapes me as | spread my legs, pointing my feet 
outward giving him a straight shot at my sex. 


“Wider. | need you as wide as you can go before | open you 
even wider than you could ever dream possible,” he says, 
the glass behind him squeaking as his hands slide down like 
he’s trying to get a grip but can’t. 


And | can’t get a grip either, but for me the difference is 
grasping between reality and fantasy. 


It’s fifteen minutes from the bottom of the eye to the top and 
we're rapidly approaching the position that puts us at the 
peak. | take in the unobstructed view of the city, admiring 


the houses of parliament, the red double decker buses cross 
the bridge over the River Thames... all the history of this 
amazing city, and thoughts of all the history we’re going to 
make together. 


Has something like this ever been attempted? 
What if we get caught? 


What if | want us to get caught, but his possessive streak 
runs wild on anyone who sees my body... his body? 


“Wider,” his voice booms off the interior glass and my body 
jerks, my back ramrod straight. 


| can feel my pulse in my wrists and in my neck as | grasp 
the edge of the bench. I’m so damn wet right now. | want 
his tongue, his cock, everything he’s got inside me opening 
me as we reach the top. 


Slowly | spread my legs more, and more, and more until the 
inside of my knees and thighs hurt, unable to stretch 
another inch. 


Oliver moans as his hands come off the glass and he takes 
two steps towards me, standing over me and | can feel his 
power, his authority, his size. 


Slight fear mixed with fantasy rips through my body, my 
brain racing a mile a minute as he suddenly drops straight 
down to his knees, his hand grabbing the outside of my 
thighs as he drags me right toward him, my ass sliding along 
the polished wood surface. 


| feel my panties catch slightly and they move. Damn | wish 
they tore off, but he’s already a step ahead of me. 


His face dives into my middle, his teeth grabbing the top of 
my underwear as he holds my legs together and high. 


His body and mouth back up slowly as he removes my 
panties with his teeth, spitting them out as they clear my 
ankles, which are pressed together. 


He looks down at my waist, my legs shut like a trap, and we 
both know I’m so damn close to being on full display for him. 


All he has to do is spread my ankles and he has a straight 
shot down my hole, the hole where | want him to bury his 
cock so deep and fill me with his seed until I’m pregnant 
with his baby. 


His breathing is loud, audible throughout the entire capsule, 
the sun setting at this exact moment. 


“You know animals feed at dusk,” he says. 
| nod in fear, my arms trembling. 
“And that’s exactly what you’ve turned me into...an animal.” 


He places my feet right in front of his face and slowly opens 
my legs, but he doesn’t look, instead kissing his way down 
the inside of my calf to my knee, and then continuing up my 
thigh. 


The feel of his lips on my skin, his breath giving me 
goosebumps in anticipation of what | want so bad. | feel my 
juices seeping from me, finding the wooden surface below 
me. 


He groans as he comes so close to my hole, his eyes turning 
as he locks in on mine. 


“I want you to see this, see what you've done to me. Keep 
your eyes on mine and see the power you have over me.” 


Short, staccato nods come from me like an involuntary reflex 
as | watch his eyes leave mine and slowly move down my 
body until he sees my pussy, just inches in front of his face. 


Just when I think he’s as wild and feral as he can be, he 
becomes an uncaged animal, gritting his teeth and a long, 
extended growl coming from his mouth, the warmth heating 
my hole and the sight of what he’s become putting me on 
the brink of climaxing already. 


“Don’t you dare come,” he says, reading my body like an 
open book. “Not until | taste you first, and only when | do 
can you come as long and hard as you want and I’m going to 
swallow every last drop, cleaning your pussy like my face is 
the finest Egyptian cotton known to man. I’m going to wipe 
your pussy with my fucking tongue, my lips, fuck even my 
brow. I’m going to get my face so deep inside you I’m going 
to introduce your womb to it’s maker... me, because I’m 
going to make babies with you for the rest of our lives, 
putting my seed so deep inside you it has no choice but to 
breed you.” 


My entire body shivers and shakes in one movement and he 
growls hard again. 


“You are so fucking perfect, beautiful. And all fucking 
mine.” 


Mine. 


The way he claims me sends a shiver down my spine and a 
bolt of energy through me. 


It makes me feel a lot of things, and most importantly... love. 


Before | get to explore that emotion his tongue explores me 
as he drags it right up the middle of my folds, my mouth 
opening and my eyes closing. 


| want to scream, but I can’t. Nothing comes out, even 
though I’m already damn close to coming all over his face as 
he already predicted. 


He flicks my nub and then takes ii in his mouth, swirling it 
around. 


| feel the vibration inside as his throat rumbles and his 
fingers squeeze my skin tightly, Knowing he’s going to leave 
a mark. 


Good. 


I want to be claimed. Want the visual evidence that I’m his. 
Want to have his babies. 


“You like that,” he says, his mouth coming off me 
momentarily and | tip my hips forward, not wanting to break 
our connection as | miss his mouth on me immediately. 


“I can feel the grooves of your tongue on my wet pussy,” | 
say, feeling brave and bold. “And I want to feel you inside 
me.” 


“Uh huh,” he says and his tongue dives deep into my cunt. | 
feel my hole tighten, trying to clamp onto his tongue, trying 
to claim him just like he’s claiming me. 


My hands come flying up off the bench and onto his head, 
grabbing his skull through his short hair and forcing his face 
deeper into me. 


“Ummm,” he moans as he tastes the depths of me I didn’t 
know he could reach. 


And then he finds my spot and my eyes shoot open and all | 
see is the city in front of me because his face is completely 
lost in my lap. 


Suddenly the wheel stops moving and | hear some very light 
chatter from the cars below, realizing we’re at the peak, and 
I’m peaking too...thanks to him. 


| feel on finger at my entrance and slowly it enters me 
sending me to a place I’ve never been before, as his tongue 
Slides out taking my clit once again, claiming it in his mouth 
as his finger claims my opening. 


“So sweet,” he rumbles, his hot breath on my bud as he 
never lets loose of me. 


| feel my hands shaking, twitching, grabbing at the top of 
his head. 


“I'm so close!” | scream. Damn, he was right. 


“Don’t hold back,” he mumbles, still holding my sex inside 
his mouth. “Feed me. Feed the beast.” 


A wave washes over me and | feel my entire being unleash 
right on his face, his tongue dropping my bud and rolling 
itself out like a red carpet giving my gift the V.I.P. treatment. 


| scream at the top of my lungs, moaning and then 
screaming again as another orgasm steels over me, blacking 
out my view of London, of him, of everything. 


My entire body flops like a fish, but | stay seated, his grip too 
strong, too possessive as he just holds still, drinking in my 
stickiness. 


Just as my body starts to still his face moves frantically to 
wipe my cunt clean, his tongue long and flat as he cleans 
me... all of me. 


Suddenly his head pops up and he looks like a man 
possessed, his face covered in my juices as he smiles at me 
with wide eyes and an alertness I’ve never seen before. 


“Fucking bloody hell you taste so damn good!” he yells and 
then dives right back in, making sure he’s got every last 
drop, that I’m completely dry. 


The way he moans as he licks me makes me feel like my 
pussy has the cure, the antidote for all that ails him. 


It gives me confidence, makes me feel powerful, loved... 
perfect. 


Minutes later I’m still searching for my breath, and finding it 
nowhere as | can’t breathe, the capsule smelling like hot sex, 
a thick musky scent cloaking us. 

“Are we stuck?” | ask, noticing the capsule isn’t moving. 


“Stuck together forever. You better fucking believe it.” 


“Good,” | say as my hands grab his face, pulling his kiss 
toward me. 


| stay undressed from the waist down for thirty minutes or 
so, not quite sure as time is completely lost on me at the 
moment as he sits down next to me and pulls me onto his 
lap, holding me and making me feel safe and protected, and 
even more loved as we take in the lights of the city. 


And then just like that | feel the capsule slowly start moving 
again. 


“Did you have something to do with the capsules getting 
stalled?” | ask, with an eyebrow raised. 


“What we had was stalled for four years. | only thought it 
would be right to...ask the operator to let us take our time 
once we finally got what we wanted... each other.” 

“When do I get my turn?” | ask. 

“That comes next.” 

“And that means you come next,” | wink. 


“And then we come together.” 


Do | ever love a man with a plan...a man who knows what he 
wants. 


Especially when he’s my man, and he wants to please me, 
which pleases him equally... just how it’s meant to be. 


CHAPTER 13 


I’m still feeling the glow that few, if any, have ever 
experienced on the London Eye. 


And even if they have, they haven’t experienced it with him. 
The car drops us off at the Portobello Road Market and the 
sight of all the antiques, knick-knacks, and vintage this and 
that interspersed between the Victorian townhouses is a 
beautiful combination of quaint and extreme wealth. 


We walk south down Portobello Road when suddenly | notice 
an eggshell white home with white columns and a blue door. 


“One second,” | blurt out, and we freeze in our tracks. 
| look at the address. 

“No way.” 

“What?” Oliver says. 


“This is the intersection of Westbourne Park Road and 
Portobello Road.” 


a Yes,” 


“And that’s two hundred and eighty.” 


| look up at Oliver who seems totally lost, which in this case 
is a good thing. 


“William lived here,” | say. 
“Who’s William?” Oliver snarls. 


| lean into him and wrap my arms around him but feel 
nothing coming back on his end. 


“You're so cute when you're a bit jealous.” 
“I’m not jealous of anyone. Who’s William?” he repeats. 


“Just a movie character from Notting Hill. Hugh Grant 
played him.” 


Oliver makes a face like a baby who was just force-fed stale 
peas and carrots. 


“| love that movie, but | never came over this way to check 
out the filming locations when | lived here.” 


He still says nothing. 
“Let’s go,” | say with enthusiasm and we walk off. 


We carry on just over a couple blocks more and | feel Oliver 
leaning into me, guiding me into a shop. 


“I thought you might like this place,” he says, as he holds 
open the door to The Hummingbird Bakery. The first thing | 
notice is their very Instagrammable cupcakes. Some have 
white swirly icing on the top, with little snow sprinkles for 
the season. Then on top of that there’s a tiny snowman. 


The others have red swirly icing, little snow sprinkles, and 
gingerbread people. 


Their sweets are too cute, and five minutes later we’re 
walking out with a box of assorted goodies. 


“Are we going to eat dinner soon,” | wink. 

“I'm ready to enjoy my sweetness again,” he says as his eyes 
drift down to my zipper and then back up to my lips. He 
leans in and kisses me and | pull a cupcake out of the box, 
giggling as | take a bite and offer him one as well. 

“I can’t remember the last time | ate a dessert,” he says. 

“It shows,” | say patting his abs through his jacket. 

We backtrack a half a block and then turn left. The houses 
in this area are stunning. If | had the money I'd live here 


without question. 


And a short block and a half later he’s merging into me 
again directing me up a sidewalk. 


“You know these people?” | ask, seeing some movement 
inside the house we're approaching. 


“You could say that.” 


As we arrive he pulls a key out of his pocket and much to my 
surprise sticks it in the lock. 


“After you,” he says. 


| step inside and see there’s some sort of hologram movie 
type thingy playing that makes it look like a family is home. 


And | thought a good security system consisted of one of 
those fake frogs that make a “ribbit” sound, a video camera 
that doesn’t actually record, or maybe a dog if you can 
afford it. This guy takes protection to a whole other level. 
“This home looks familiar?” 

“Because it’s yours now,” he says. 


“Don’t tease me,” | say turning and giving him a playful slap 
on the arm. 


“Come with me,” he says, taking me by the hand and giving 
me the tour. 


“This is the master bedroom,” he says extending an arm. 
“The whole first floor?” 

“Why not?” 

My jaw just about drops. 

He guides me up one level to the reception room where 
there’s a large bay window that has a view similar to the one 
below in the master bedroom. 

We step up to the window and look out at the garden below. 


“Wow. Private garden right?” 


“Only owners are allowed inside. Not even their guests are 
allowed to enter.” 


“Too bad I’m only a guest,” | say. 


“Not for long.” 

“Stop it!” | say, giving him a slap on the behind. 

| look back out at the garden again. “Something looks so 
familiar about this garden,” | say. | bring my hand to my 
chin and try and place it. “What street are we on?” 

“Elgin Crescent.” 

“Hmm. Doesn't ring a bell.” | rack my brain for something, 
but can’t come up with anything. “What street backs into it 
on the other side?” 

“Lansdowne Road.” 

“Oh my god, that’s it. This is it.” 

“What?” 

“That’s Rosmead Garden, isn’t it?” 

“Sure is.” 

“That’s where...” | pause not wanting to mention William 
again. “That’s where Julia Roberts climbed over a fence to 
sneak into a private communal garden at night in that 
movie.” 

“The realtor did mention something about some movie being 
filmed back there twenty years ago or something. She was 
treating it like some big selling point, but gave up when she 


saw | had no interest.” 


“And you live here?” 


“Not often. | just bought it back in May, mostly as an 
investment. | soend most of my year outside the city, 
training and minding my own business.” 


He sees how blown away | am and takes my hand. 


“Let’s go,” he says, as my face stays glued on that beautiful 
garden until my body is already moving in the other 
direction. 


“Can | take my coat off before we continue the tour?” 
“You're going to need it.” 


| move my mouth to repeat the words, but don’t actually say 
them. Why would | need my jacket upstairs? Does he have 
a rooftop? 


But instead of heading up, we head back down, exiting 
through the front door, and saying goodbye to my cupcake 
box, which I seem to have lost track of. 


Instead of guiding me back onto the street somewhere he 
goes right to the entrance to the gate, unlocking it and 
allowing me to enter first. 


Movie or not the place is truly magical. 


If | were to have a family in London this would be the 
absolute perfect spot. | extend my arms and spin around, 
feeling free, safe and on top of the world. 


| can imagine my kids playing here one day as I play with 
them, or watch them from inside the house as | do dishes or 
work from home on my laptop. 


It’s like | stepped right into the perfect life, if only this was 
my life. 


| twirl around again, but this time as | spin back around, 
right in the middle of the grass, the back of my hand hits 
something. 


“Oh!” | say and see that he’s literally caught my hand in mid 
air. 


| smile and he...drops to a knee. 


On this Boxing Day evening, he opens the most important 
box I’ve ever been presented... one from London jeweler 
Lucie Campbell, whose designs have been worn by the likes 
of actress Juliette Binoche and singer Fergie, of the Black 
Eyed Peas. 


The moonlight catches the platinum diamond engagement 
ring with stepped Baguette diamond shoulders, and my 
breath catches right along with it. 


“l've waited four long years for this moment and I'll wait no 
more. You’re mine now. Mine and only mine, forever,” he 
says, sliding the ring on my finger. 

It’s a perfect fit, just like us. And he even knew | didn’t need 
to be asked. | was already his, ready to be taken just like he 
did...and now I’m ready to be taken in another way. 

“| love you,” he says. 


“I love you.” 


CHAPTER 14 


Our car from earlier, which was of course waiting right 
outside Rosmead Garden when Oliver scooped me up and 
carried me out, moves and suddenly starts driving on the 
right side of the road. 


| break our kiss in the back seat expecting trouble, and 
quickly realize it means something completely the opposite. 


“The Savoy, sir. Ma’am,” he says to us. 


The Savoy is one of the only places in London where cars are 
required to drive on the right side of the road instead of the 
left, so that guests can board and exit from the driver’s side 
of the car. 


And the guest list is about as impressive as it gets. From 
Marilyn Monroe to Winston Churchill. Vivien Leigh met her 
future husband, Laurence Olivier, in the hotel’s lobby. It was 
also the location where the future Queen Elizabeth II was 
seen for the first time with her future husband, Prince Phillip. 


Fred Astaire danced on the roof with his sister Adele in 1926. 


Elizabeth Taylor celebrated her first, fifth and sixth 
honeymoons here. 


And manly men like Douglas Fairbanks and John Wayne had 
graced The Savoy with their presence, but none as manly as 
my man. 


Oliver takes my hand as the bellhop takes my bag from the 
boot of the car. 


Hand and hand we enter possibly the most amazing hotel in 
the world, one so opulent they were able to spend £100 
million just on the restoration back in 2010. 


And more importantly | know exactly what Oliver has in 
store for our visit here. 


“Are we celebrating tonight, champ?” the receptionist asks. 


“Always,” he says, lifting our hands and showing off my ring 
before he effortlessly spins me around for a quick one- 
revolution pirouette. 


“Wooh!” | say, completely lost in the moment of our little 
dance. “I had no idea you knew how to spin me.” 


“It’s only fair the way you came in and flipped and spun my 
world completely upside down.” He pauses and I smile. “It 
was boxers who made Pilates famous you know. They 
discovered it on 8th Avenue in Manhattan in 1926. Not only 
that but some use ballet to greaten their advantage, 
although not me.” 


“Float like a butterfly and sting like a bee,” | say. 


“I’m not sure I’m going to be able to do any floating 
tonight,” he whispers into my ear discreetly. “No way I’m 
going to be able to control myself.” 


He moves our hands back in front of him, rotating my palm 
over and casually, and in a way that draws no attention, 
placing it on his cock. 


Through his jeans I can feel the steel pipe he’s packing and 
know that once we get into our suite there will be no more 
waiting. 


My nipples are aching, they’re so taut and pressing so firmly 
into my bra. My pussy aches to feel him inside me... more 
than his tongue this time, although that, up to this point, is 
the most incredible moment of my life. 


We're quickly checked in and shown to the elevator, where 
in minutes we'll get started on making a life of our own, and 
starting our family together... forever. 


CHAPTER 15 


Oliver 


“Now it’s time to make you mine,” | say as the bellhop turns 
the corner of the hallway after placing her luggage inside. 


“You didn’t bring anything so what are you going to wear 
while we’re here?” 


“A robe at most, the feeling of your skin moving in rhythm 
with mine a large majority of the time, because now you’re 
mine.” 


| was so damn ready for her, so hungry. | was consumed by 
the need to claim her, and make her mine in every way 
possible. 


My fiancée. 


| sweep her right up off her feet and into my arms, kissing 
her hard as | carry her through the threshold of our room. 


I'd do the same soon when | brought her home for the first 
time as my wife. 


But right now all | could think about was her, being inside 
her. Putting my mouth on every inch of her body as | tasted 
her before | filled her with the ultimate Boxing Day gift...the 
seed that breeds her and gives us our child. 


And this time there was no one to distract us. No views of 
London. No small glass spaces. 


We have complete privacy and | have her completely to 
myself. 


| kick the door closed behind us, hearing the electronic lock 
closing us in. 


She reaches up to me, locking her arms behind my neck and 
pulling her mouth up to mine so I can taste her lips. | feel 
electricity shoot through my veins knowing how damn close 
we are already. Knowing | could lay her on the bed, pull out 
my cock and come all over her right now, claiming her by 
rubbing my spunk into her skin. 


But that’s not what this is about, not at all. 


This is about our future, about putting as much of my juice 
inside her that there’s no way | don’t breed her right here 
and now. 


And to do that | was going to bury every single inch of my 
cock into that tight little pussy of hers. 


“Make me yours,” she says, and | carry her over to the bed 
and toss her on top of the pulled down comforter like the 
caveman that I’ve quickly transformed into. 


Fuck, if | had a club right now I'd beat the walls with it and 
pound on my chest afterward, yelling like a possessed 
Neanderthal, before | possess her. 


| quickly jerk off my boots, tossing them to the side as she 
hurriedly slides out of her jacket, shoes, and pants. 


| grunt hard, as more and more of her body becomes 
exposed to me, feeling my cock jerk in my boxer briefs and 


my chest muscles ripple underneath my shirt like they’ve 
been hit with an electric shock. 


And fuck, maybe they have for all | Know. The air is too 
damn thick, heavy, and conductive. | swear | feel the 
electricity just from her look and the look on her face tells 
me she’s shocked at the ultimate beast I’ve become. 


| tear through the rest of my clothes, no times for games, 
until I’m completely bared for her. 


“Look how hard you’ve made me. Look how much my dick 
wants to slide deep inside your sweet little pussy and claim 
you, feel your walls lock tight around me, milking me for 
everything | have.” 


She whimpers as she slides out of her panties, exposing her 
pussy to me for the second time in my life and I’m just as 
hungry for it as the first. 


And then, finally, she unhooks her bra and without 
reservation removes it showing me her perfect breasts, her 
pebbled pink nipples, and her flushed upper chest, red from 
the heat of the moment. 


| spread her legs, looking at our pussy...hers and mine. It’s 
wet, dripping. “Were you this wet when | slid that ring on 
your finger tonight?” 

“Yes,” she moans, her chest heaving. 

“Fuck yeah you were,” | groan, the thought of me making 
her so damn happy and horny by making her mine. Damn, 
it’s the best feeling in the world, making me even harder. 


| slide onto the bed and place a fingertip on her lips. 


She leans forward and takes it all and my need ratchets up 
to the point where | take my cock in my other hand ready to 
give her all ten inches of rock hard dick right fucking now. 


“Oliver,” she mumbles, still sucking on my digit. 


“What,” | say, angered that | have to wait another second to 
claim her, but never angry at my woman. She’s so damn 
perfect the only emotions | can ever feel for her are love, 
passion, and anything else that makes our lives together so 
incredible. 


“| have to tell you. | mean I think you know but...I’ve never 
done anything like this before, like what we did earlier.” 


My cock jerks again at her words. The fucker is like a caged 
animal demanding to be set free to go and feed, to go and 
run and sniff out the scent of the one and only thing it wants 
in the world... and then take it. 


My body jerks forward as | lean in, kissing her hard, pushing 
her face into mine making our kiss as deep as possible. 


| feel her forcing her face into me just the same, our faces 
smashed to the point we can barely breathe. 


My lips come off hers and | suck in a deep breath of air 
through my teeth, snarling down at her as I blow out. 


She recoils in fear and then grabs the back of my neck and 
pulls her face right back into mine, kissing me with the same 
ferocity | just taught her. But she’s not the only beginner 
here tonight...the only one with room to learn. 


“| have to tell you something too.” 


“Anything, but before you do! don’t care. It doesn’t matter. 
All | want is you no matter what. | don’t care if there were 
other women before me, as long as there are none after me 
and | know there never will be.” 


“Other women before you? Hell no. Never. That’s what | 
have to say. I’ve never given myself to anyone. There’s 
superstition in all that stuff when it comes to boxing, but it 
was never about that. | never felt like anyone deserved me, 
and I’m not giving an ounce of myself to anyone who 
doesn’t deserve all two hundred and thirty pounds. Nobody 
gets an inch of this,” grabbing my dick hard and shaking it, 
“unless I’m ready to give them all of it. And nobody ever 
has or ever will... but you.” 


“You mean you've never?” 


| shake my head. “Never. | didn’t know who I was saving 
myself for until four years ago, and then | knew exactly. And 
now, almost a damn half decade later | finally get the one 
thing | want in life. You.” 


| kiss her hard, feeling her back arch as I slide a finger 
through her pussy lips, causing her to gasp right into my 
mouth as | move my finger though her slit. 


My now sticky finger finds her engorged clit just as | feel her 
tiny hand grab ahold of my dick like she’s ready to swing a 
baseball bat. 


She stacks her hands, one on top of the other, and a solid 
few inches plus the crown still feel the cool air, her hands 
not big enough to nearly contain me, let alone wrap those 
tiny fingers around my thickness. 


How I’m going to fit all that inside her tiny hole is one of 
life’s great mysteries and great pleasures at the same time. 


And that’s exactly what | have to do soon before | do cover 
her in a very early climax that doesn’t get us any closer to 
getting her bred. 


“Open that pussy for me and let me inside, beautiful... if you 
think you can take me,” | challenge her, Knowing she’s more 
than up for what I’ve got sticking straight up towards the 
Sky. 


She moans at my words, and | feel her pulse in her hand skip 
under her skin, the blood pumping through my cock in 
rhythm with her pulse, preparing to be at one with her when 
my balls empty everything inside her. 


“It’s time for you to Know what it feels like to come over and 
over and over again from the one and only cock you'll ever 
know...mine, the one I’m going to bury inside you to the hilt, 
filling you up with my hot, white geysers.” 


“Yes,” she whimpers. “I want your come deep inside me. All 
of it. And what you don’t want to give my greedy pussy will 
take from you without daring to ask.” 


“Damn you're feisty!” | growl. “And | fuckin’ love it.” 


| wanted to take her so damn bad in the London Eye earlier, 
but now I’m glad and proud | somehow didn’t. It took 
extreme amounts of discipline and self-control, but it was 
absolutely worth it. There’s no way | could take her virginity 
until | put that ring on her finger first, gave her, and I, the 
promise that was already there. 


But making it official, and for all to see, is a whole other 
thing. 


And when | see her eyes drift down to her ring again it fills 
me with pride, my chest swelling and then unconsciously 
flexing. Knowing that she knows I’m going to love, protect, 
and make her come every day for the rest of her life makes 
her so relaxed and comfortable that she can open up and be 
who she was meant to be... my feisty little queen. 


And that’s exactly what she’s going to be the next few days 
in the “Savoy Suite” that includes a butler, because we’re 
not going anywhere or lifting a finger for anything... unless 
it’s one of mine to put inside her. I’m keeping her in here all 
to myself, as she fulfills all my fantasies and | fulfill all of 
hers as we start our life together. 


Damn just hearing myself think that is sexy as hell. Our life. 
Together. 


My hands move to her ass, grabbing it hard as | dive to taste 
her sweetness again, before | deflower her with my dick. 


“My last taste of my sweet virgin pussy, before | make it 
mine forever,” | say, just before | take her bud in-between 
my lips and blow on it, causing her whole body to spasm. 


My cock thumps against the mattress, needing to be buried 
deep inside her. 


| flick my tongue over her clit first causing her to squeal in 
pleasure, and causing me to flick it even faster and faster 
until she lets loose a primal scream and | jam the tip of my 
tongue inside her and go searching for her spot as | taste her 
creamy walls, Knowing she’s already close if she hasn’t 
started already. 


| can feel the precome leaking from the tip of my dick, and 
I’m furious at the thought of any of my swimmers not going 
for the gold, the super sperm breeding her. 


My tongue pulls back, doing a figure eight over her bud 
again and | grip her ass harder. 


My head comes back and | drop her backside back on the 
bed watching her bounce, knowing I’m going to be able to 
hit her hard from the back, but that comes later. 


First | have to fuck her face to face, so | can see her climax 
right before my eyes and she can see exactly what she does 
to me when | lose control for the very first time ever. 


My eyes rake across her body and | see the red marks on her 
Skin from where | grabbed her tight. 


Good. 

Mark her. Claim her. Make her mine. 

But never hurt her. The redness will go away in minutes, 
and by that time other parts of her will be red, like that 
pretty pink pussy I’m about to open up and take. 

“Touch yourself. | want to see you do it.” 

She sticks her finger in her mouth and pulls it out with the 
sound of a pop, immediately rubbing it through her folds 
and stuffing it inside her, the whole thing disappearing into 


her channel. 


My cock jerks and | have no idea how the fucker isn’t 
exploding like a volcano already, throwing hot ropes every 


which way. 

“You're gonna give me a heart attack if you do that again.” 
“I'll stop on one condition,” she says. 

“Anything.” 

“You replace my finger with your big fat dick.” 


| grab her by the wrist, yanking her finger out like I’m 
uncorking a bottle of wine, pop included. 


| move her hand to my rod and she grabs it hard, knowing 
there’s no way her grip can damage forged iron, which is the 
most accurate way of describing my dick at this moment. 


| snarl. Foaming at the mouth. | stare her down. “You 
ready? There’s no going back after this,” | say. 


She nods. 
“| want to hear it. Tell me.” 


“I want you to fuck me. | want you to make me yours... 
forever,” she says. 


My hand shoots to my dick, covering hers and my hips buck, 
sending my dick inside her as her hand falls away, grabbing 
the sheets as her cheek finds the mattress, her back arched, 
her eyes close, and her mouth shoots open. 


My breathing stops, every fucking thing stops as my entire 
body stills. 


My vision gets blurry and my chin slowly falls until | can see 
my dick inside her, knowing she’s mine now. Mine forever. 


A burst of energy at the sight shoots through me and | feel 
like I’ve been shot with a million volts as | grit my teeth and 
slowly slide back. She’s so fucking tight and her pussy 
fights for control, not wanting to let me go a single fraction 
of an inch. 


“Don’t fight me,” I say. “I’m coming right back, deeper and 
deeper each and every time.” 


“I’m not..I’m not...” her chest heaving, “I’m not fighting 
you. | have no control over my cunt’s contractions. She’s 
trying to own you.” 


“You already do,” | say, as | slide back inside her, deeper 
than the time before. 


“Fuck me, my fiancé,” she groans, and | deliver. 

“Fiancé.” Hearing her say the word is the biggest damn turn 
on in the world. She’s claiming me in a permanent way, 
showing me her love is for all time, just as she knows mine is 
as well. 


| groan as | watch her shiver and gasp, her eyes wide as 
Saucers as she bites down on her bottom lip. 


My body lunges over the top of hers, covering her entirely, 
protecting her with my size. 


Protecting her from what? Everything. Always. 


My hips start to let loose as | feel her walls open for my shaft, 
the crown leading the way each and every time. 


| lean in, knifing my hand in her hair and giving it a solid 
tug. She groans like a feral beast, before her head comes 
flying off the mattress and | kiss her hard. 


Her hips rock against me as! go into her, my cock going 
deeper and deeper. 


Out of nowhere | feel her heels slam into my lower back, her 
legs wrapped around me as her tongue darts into my mouth, 
swirling around like she’s taking a DNA sample... for the child 
we're so damn close to making. 


“I'm so damn close, beautiful. So close to filling you with my 
seed, filling you with our baby.” 


“Babies,” she moans. 
“Our babies.” 


Her hips arch and the head of my rod finds her spot, pushing 
me to the brink. 


“Ah fuck! Open up for me all the way. Let me stretch that 
pussy with everything I’ve got.” My back goes ramrod 
straight and my hips hit another level as | bury my dick in 
her at five short thrusts per second until | slide it in one final 
time, leaving it deeper than ever before, feeling my balls 
pull up and my stomach tighten. 


“I’m gonna explode!” | announce, the bass booming 
throughout the room. 


“Fill me with everything. I’m gonna c—” 


“Come for me! Now!” | demand. 


Her entire body freezes and her pussy locks and... boom! 
Twenty-nine years worth of seed I’ve been saving for only 
her absolutely explodes inside her, shooting so deep there’s 
no way l'm not still dripping out of her next Tuesday and the 
Tuesday after that. 


As if on cue, | feel her own gift cover my pipe as her pussy 
releases cream on my cock, then goes right back to 
squeezing the last bit of juice out of my dick, as my balls 
continue their purge. 


“You feel so fucking goooood!” | yell, not giving a damn who 
can hear me. 


She screams, holding the highest and then the deepest 
parts of the pitch. 


| watch as her tits move up and down as her chest heaves. 
“You told me you’d make me scream and did you ever.” 


“Were you thinking about it?” | say in-between gasps trying 
to catch my breath. 


“Not until after it happened. There was no way | could. | 
was completely lost...in the moment.” 


“And | was completely lost...in you.” 


| collapse on top of her, pulling her in close, holding her 
tight as we kiss softly. 


“Oh my god,” she says. 


“What?” 


“I still haven’t taken a shower.” 
“You dirty, dirty, dirty, little girl.” 


“Not anymore,” she says with a shit-eating grin. “I’ma 
woman now.” 


“My woman.” 

We lie there together, basking in the post-coital glow. 
“Ready to go again?” | ask after a few minutes. 

“| need to take a shower first,” she says as she moves her 
body, my dick coming out of her with a pop as the vacuum 


of our two bodies together unseals. 


| roll over onto my back, watching that sweet ass of hers 
move as she heads into the shower. 


She looks back over her shoulder, catching me and gives me 
a naughty wave and blows me a kiss as she shakes her ass 
as she moves into the bathroom. 


Yeah, her ass is perfect all right. Nice and juicy and it will 
stand up just fine to the punishment that naughty little girl, 
| mean woman... my woman, deserves. 


Right now. 


CHAPTER 16 


Normally I’m all about showers so warm they probably aren’t 
good for your skin, especially this time of year. 


But not now. 


My body is on fire from his touch, from the way he just 
owned me in the bedroom, from everything. 


| turn the nob and quickly step inside, lifting my chin and 
letting the water splash down on my face. 


Out of nowhere | feel his hand come crashing down on my 
behind and his hard cock pressed against my ass. 


A smile creeps over my face and | turn my head slightly, his 
lips finding mine as his big body presses into me from 
behind, while his hand wraps around my front, my breasts 
lying on his forearm. 


| feel my nipples perk right back up and my pussy clench as 
he nibbles my ear and his other hand grabs the ends of my 
hair and he tugs slightly. 


His other hand slides across the front of my body, his long 
fingers finding my neck as the water pouring down keeps 
me from opening my eyes, only experiencing... feeling. 


“| couldn't wait another minute to be back inside you. My 
cock belongs in your pussy always,” he says. 


| moan, the water finding my mouth and | let it run out and 
across my face, my passion already turning feral. 


His hand crashes down on my globe and | feel my ass jiggle. 
He does it again, this time squeezing hard, my cheek locked 
in place. 


His hand rolls over and | feel his knuckles on my ass, which 
has to be red already, just another way he’s marked me. 


Then the crown of his cock is pressing at my opening and | 
put a hand forward against the wall pushing my body back 
into his as | sit down on his dick. 


His hips thrust wildly as he doesn’t need to open me this 
time. I’m already ready for him, taking everything right from 
the start. 


The water preventing my ability to see only heightens my 
other senses. He leans in close to my ear, kissing me on the 
neck just below the lobe. Even though the shower is 
running | swear I can still smell his musky scent, his desire. 


He tugs my hair harder and | use my hands to steady myself 
against the wall as I push back into him in rhythm as he 
owns me from behind. 


The sound of wet skin slamming into wet skin is too much. 
My ass is taking the perfect kind of beating as he’s able to 
enter me even deeper than in the bedroom, from his position 


behind me. 


His hand slides up my throat and he takes my chin firmly, | 
moan hard and feel the wave inside me wash through me. 


“Uhhhh,” | moan deep and feel my body jerk as | climax on 
his cock while he shifts into overdrive, his hips bucking 
wildly as | feel his balls bouncing up and underneath me and 
then they’re suddenly gone, pulled up tight right before he 
shoots another hot load deep into my body, filling my box 
with the best Boxing Day gift ever... his seed. 


He releases my hair and | quickly take his hand on my chin, 
sucking on his finger as | feel his muscles relax, the coiled 
ropes in his forearm stilling. 


| use the moment to spin around, facing him directly, as his 
cock slides out of me. 


His body practically collapses forward, his hand finding the 
wall as his massive body pins me in. 


The water hits his chest and I’m now able to open my eyes 
seeing what I’ve reduced him too. How he can’t get enough 
of me, just as | can’t get enough of him. 


“This is mine,” | say taking his cock in my grasp. 


“And this is mine,” he says pulling my entire body into his 
with one hand. “Mine...all mine.” 


CHAPTER 17 


After practically bolting ourselves inside The Savoy, my final 
day arrives. 


We check out feeling like we’ve walked out of a Las Vegas 
casino where it’s dark and there are no clocks so your body 
can’t figure out just how much time has passed or even what 
time it is. 


For us there’s only one time that matters...the time we 
spend together. 


And the near week we just enjoyed was unlike anything I’ve 
ever experienced. I’ve never felt so refreshed, relaxed, and 
most importantly loved in my entire life. 


We check out and Oliver’s driver takes us over to his house 
to pack a bag. With his most recent fight having happened 
less than a week ago he has time off if he wants it, and he 
does...to spend with me. 


He tells me he might fight again and he might not. He’s 
made enough money already to last multiple lifetimes in 
luxury and the most important thing to him is protecting his 
body and mind at this point, so he can be a good dad for our 
children, which he talks about around the clock. 


Knowing that this alpha male is ready to raise some little 
alphas of his own melts my heart. | know he'll be a great 
dad, just as he'll be a great husband. 


What I don’t know is how my family is going to react to all of 
this. 


Later we board the plane and when | go to present my ticket 
| notice the seat number has changed. My eyes narrow and | 
look up at him. 


“First class from here on out, just like you deserve,” he says. 


Not having to sit in the middle isle of coach ona 
transatlantic flight is a godsend. 


| give him a hug and we board first, getting settled into first 
class. It’s a lifestyle | never could have dreamed of. Okay, 
maybe | did, a lot, but the thought of it ever becoming a 
reality was pushed back as far into my mind as humanly 
possible. 


But him, this incredible man, my man, is making all my 
dreams come true. And the best part? He says | make all 
his dreams come true, just by being myself. 


Now that he’s made it in life he’s not interested in new 
friends. He wants to surround himself with those who were 
there from the start, people he can trust, and most 
importantly the woman he loves. Every time he says that | 
get goosebumps. 


Now it’s time to see just how much my brother and my 
family still trust him, as he’s “taken” me right out from 
underneath their noses. 


| lie back in my seat nervous about how this is going to play 
out, but at the end of the day | know everything’s going to 
be perfect, as he constantly reminds me. 


| feel his hand on mine and my head rolls in the headrest 
towards him. 


He’s so big he’s managed to stretch his entire arm across the 
aisle in first class. 


His fingers wrap around mine and | blow him a kiss, before 
closing my eyes again. 


Feeling his touch makes everything all right, and I quickly 
fall asleep Knowing everything’s going to be alright when we 
land...| hope. 


CHAPTER 18 


“You and Oliver?” my brother asks in the kitchen as my 
parents speak with Oliver in the living room. 


I’m nervous, but confident at the same time. Oliver is so 
calm under pressure and my parents love him so | know he’s 
going to make everything right in the other room. My little 
pow-wow with Ethan is another thing. | wasn’t sure how 
he’d react and if the look of surprise on his face when he saw 
my ring is any indication... this isn’t going to go well. 


“The two of us.” | say hold up my ring as if to remind him 
that I’ve already made my decision and there’s nothing 
anyone can do about it. 


“What about work? What about your friends? What about 
us?” 


“I'm pretty sure they have jobs in London,” | say, not trying 
to be passive aggressive, but also letting him know it’s not 
an issue. “And they speak the same language too so the 
transition should be smooth. We do have both passports, 
remember? | can start looking for jobs right away.” 


“What about your life in New York?” 
“There is no life without him.” 


My brother breathes in deep and lifts his eyebrows before 
exhaling hard. 


| didn’t really care what Ethan said or was going to say next, 
but | did want this to go as smooth as possible. 


“Why though?” 

“Because we're in love.” 

“Just like that?” 

“No.” 

“So something’s been going on for awhile now?” 

“First of all, if it was it’s not your business. Second of all | 
don’t have to tell you, but I’m feeling nice so I will. No... but 
yes.” 


“What does that mean?” 


“It means that we’ve been attracted to each other, and only 
each other, since literally our going away party.” 


“You were only eighteen then.” 

“And he was only twenty-five.” 

“That’s a big difference.” 

“Maybe then, but what about when I’m seventy and he’s 
seventy-seven? It means nothing then, just as it means 
nothing now. Wait! | take that back. It means a lot. It 


means he can guide me through life as he’s already blazed a 
lot of trails himself.” 


My brother’s face stays still and he says nothing as he 
stands on the other side of the island in the kitchen just 
looking at me. 


| appreciate that my big brother is protective of me and 
watches out for me, and no offense to him, but there’s no 
one who can protect me like Oliver can. 


“So you’re moving back to London and you’re going to marry 
Oliver and probably start a big ol’ family soon. That’s your 
story?” 


“And I’m sticking to it...forever. And | hope you can support 
me and not try and play this twenty questions game any 
longer. If he’s your friend, and you’re a good judge of 
character, as you are, then I’d think you’d be excited for us.” 
“Honestly?” he says. 


“Is there any other way?” 


“No, and that’s the point. Because he’s the most honest, 
loyal, down-to-earth guy I know...despite the fame.” 


My eyebrow raises suspiciously, or is it surprise? 


“If | could choose one guy for you to be with it would be 
Oliver,” he says. 


I’m completely shocked, in a good way, and | feel more 
tension release from my body than | even knew I was 
holding. 


“Thank you,” | say, walking around the side of the island and 
giving my big brother a hug. 


| was going to be with Oliver no matter what, but it’s nice to 
know my brother is behind us. Family first, and that 
includes the family I’ve had my entire life and will continue 
to have forever. 


Now it’s time to go check on my man in the living room, the 
man who I’m going to start my own family with. 


CHAPTER 19 


Oliver 


Elizabeth and Evan Evans, Ella and Ethan’s mom and dad, 
sit next to me on the couch. 


I’m in a chair that’s way too small for me, but I’m used to it, 
not to mention not being able to lean back shows that I’m 
very much into this conversation, which | am. 


| have a tendency to lean back in my free time and | don’t 
want it to come across like that right now. An attitude that 
seems like, “Oh by the way, | snatched up your daughter... 
just wanted to let you know. See ya,” is definitely not what 
I’m going for. 


“Are you going to keep boxing?” Elizabeth asks. 

“That’s a great question and one I’ve thought about a lot 
already and need to think about some more. Some of the 
reasons are easy to spot and some are only known by Ella 
and myself.” 


“You don’t have to share them with us if you don’t want to, 
son,” Evan says. 


| like their dad. He’s a patient man and always tries to see 
things from both sides of the fence. 


“I think it will actually help if | do.” 


He nods. 


“I know, without a doubt, the reason | was able to become so 
successful at boxing is because your family left London.” 


“What?” Elizabeth says, and Evan puts his hand on her knee 
as he keeps his focus on me. 


“I was angry that you were just up and leaving. You were 
taking my best friend, and | didn’t know it until the going 
away party, but you were taking the woman | knew was right 
for me too. That was the straw that broke the camel’s back. 
The way she looked that day...! would have given anything 
for her to stay.” 


Evan nods intensely. 


“At the time | figured I’d just get a job in finance, like you Mr. 
Evans, but once Ella left | was angry, so angry that | went all 
in on boxing. | trained like a man possessed and | took out 
that aggression on other fighters. All I did was eat, train, 
sleep and be angry at the world. That worked really well, 
but it’s unsustainable and it’s not how | feel any longer. The 
moment | slid that ring on her finger and she agreed to be 
mine forever. The anger just completely disappeared. The 
idea of fighting again doesn’t really appeal to me. | have 
nothing to be angry at anymore, nor do! want to try and dig 
deep and conjure up those feelings artificially. I’ve never 
been happier than | am now, with her, and that’s how things 
should be.” 


| see Elizabeth’s eyes water and she reaches for a tissue. 
“And | want to start a big family soon. Make you two 


grandparents, young and beautiful grandparents of course, 
but | want to build your dynasty while we start ours. And 


the most important thing is that those kids have a healthy, 
happy father to raise them. I’ve been lucky in my career. 
I’ve miraculously never taken a direct shot to the head, but | 
have taken one hell of a punch to the gut... but that was the 
best kind because it came from your Ella.” 


Elizabeth dabs at her eyes. 


“First she hit me in the gut, without actually laying a finger 
on me, and now every time | see her, think about her, 
anything to do with her... which is always, it hits me right in 
the heart. I’ve been lucky inside of the ring, but thanks to 
her it’s outside of the ring where she’s made me the luckiest 
man in the world, because she’s mine.” 


The room goes completely silent and finally Evan stands. 
“Wow!” he says exhaling hard. “After that? I’ve got no 
choice but to give you my blessing and I’m sure my wife 
feels the same. Right, Elizabeth?” he says turning his head 
back to look at her on the couch. 


“| didn’t mean to make you cry ma’am,” | Say. 

“Thank you for making me cry? Thank you so much because 
that was beautiful. You’re the only man I’d ever want our 
Ella be with.” 


Evan extends his hand as he looks back at me and we shake. 


“|I go next,” comes from the door to the kitchen and | see Ella 
and her brother standing there. 


“How long have you two been there?” | ask. 


“Long enough,” he says entering the room, shaking my 
hand, and giving me a man hug. 


| turn and look at my woman, who is also crying. She comes 
running to me and | scoop her up in my arms, right after | let 
go of her brother. 


The minute her feet touch the ground her lips touch mine. 
She squeezes me tight and then turns and runs to her mom, 
where they hug on the couch before quickly taking each 
other’s hands and darting off into the kitchen together. 
“So...” Evan says. “Who’s up for a little game of catch?” 


“I'm English, dad,” | say. Damn it feels good to call my soon 
to be father-in-law that. “And we don’t play baseball.” 


“We can throw the football then,” he says. 
“We kick our footballs, not throw them,” I joke. 


He gives me a pat on the shoulder. “Ok, teach me how to 
throw a jab.” 


“Now you’re talking,” | say. 


We all head to the garage where he pulls a few beers from 
the mini-fridge and we enjoy our time together in his man 
Cave...just me, my future father-in-law and my future 
brother-in-law. 


They’re the perfect in-laws for the perfect “in-woman,” as in 
the only woman I've ever been in love with. 


And even though it might be too early to confirm, | know for 
sure my “in-woman” has my baby, in her belly. 


The perfect “end-ing,” to the knockout punch she delivered 
on Boxing Day to this now retired fighter. 


I’ve got way more important things to do now, and they all 
revolve around on thing... 


My woman, my family, my perfect life... because of them. 
Forever. 


EPILOGUE 


Oliver 
Eleven months later 


“That’s him!” Ella yells from upstairs as the deliveryman 
approaches the house. 


“I'll get it,” | say as I’m up from the couch and signing for the 
package right away. 


| take it upstairs where my wife is rapped in a robe, beads of 
water still on her face and her hair wet. | always love the 
way she looks, but that fresh out of the shower look has to 
be my favorite, because it’s her, completely natural. 


| tear open the box wanting to get these Christmas cards out 
and mailed as soon as we can. Time was running out, not to 
mention it was time for our afternoon roll in the sheets. 


| just can’t get enough of her, taking her morning, noon, 
night and sometimes in-between. 


She tells me sometimes | take her in the middle of the night, 
but | can barely remember the next morning. It’s not 
because it’s not mind shattering, but because once I’ve had 
her all | can think about is having her again. 

My appetite for her really is insatiable. 


| remove the stack of cards and my chest swells with pride. 


“That photographer lady got it right.” 
“Oh my god did she ever. They’re so cute.” 
“Because they’re our kids.” 


My wife is literally jumping up and down holding the 
Christmas cards of our triplets, Mason, Logan, and Jackson. 


“She really has that Anne Geddes style down, doesn’t she?” 


My wife showed me Anna Geddes work before we picked out 
the photographer. I’d never heard of her and never would 
have given her work a second look... before | was a father. 


But now, damn the way she makes little kids look the way 
she does | can’t help but admire what she does. 


The best part isn’t even the pictures of the kids, which are 
amazing. It’s seeing how happy it makes my wife and my 
parents...not to mention me. 


Technically we’re not sending Christmas cards. We're 
sending Boxing Day cards. 


The photographer put the boys in a box that’s decorated like 
a boxing ring. Then she has each of our tiny little boys 
sleeping on an oversized boxing glove, which was the 
perfect touch. My little men loved the padding, falling 
asleep on them right away. It’s hard to believe that 
someday those little guys will grow up to be mighty warriors, 
in whatever endeavor they decide to pursue. 


And when my wife hugs me again and her robe comes open 
a little more than she expected, my cock reminds me it’s 


time to purse a third love making session for the day. 
“Are you hard?” 


“For you, always. You know that. There’s never a need to 
ask.” 


“| just delivered three, count ‘em three,” she says flashing 
the stack of cards at me, “children two months ago. I’ve got 
mom bod.” 


“You've got perfection, that’s what you’ve got. You’ve got 
the body of a woman who worked her ass off to make sure 
our boys were safe and sound and had the perfect place to 
develop for nine long months. And if that isn’t sexy I don’t 
know what is.” 


“Awww,” she says, hugging me tight. 
My hands reach around squeezing that damn amazing ass of 
hers hard. “And, woman, have you looked in the mirror 


lately? Because you are fine as hell!” 


My hands pull her up and off the floor and her legs wrap 
around my waist. 


The boys just got put down for a nap and knowing my little 
buggers they'll be out cold for awhile, which gives me time 
to be in for a while...inside my woman. 

| move her robe to the side as she fidgets with my belt. 


“At this rate we’re gonna have six kids real soon,” she says. 


“Good,” | growl. “That will put us half way there.” 


“Halfway to where?” 
“A dozen, minimum.” 
“A dozen?” 


“| figure if | keep asking for twelve it will be easier to get you 
to settle on ten.” 


She smiles as she works my belt free and kisses me hard. 


Her hand grabs a hold of my cock, pulling the tip out of my 
underwear as | move her into position. 


“Ten, huh? You want me to give you one child for every inch 
you’re gonna give me right now?” 


She lines my dick up to her opening and slides down my rod. 


| breathe in tight, my eyes closing. Damn, the feeling of 
entering her never gets old. | swear there’s nothing like it in 
the world, and I’m the only one who will ever know how 
damn amazing this woman is...amazing in every way. 


“Sounds fair to me,” | say, kissing her neck as she whimpers 
Slightly. 


Seconds later the cards have been dropped who knows 
where and her back is slamming into the wall. 


“Oh yeah, come inside me and give me three more babies,” 
she says. 


| growl, feeling my balls pull up and empty inside her on her 
command. 


As areal man | don’t like being told what to do by anyone, 
except my wife when she tells me how damn bad she wants 
me to make our family grow, by making her belly grow. 


| feel her walls tighten around my shaft, milking me for 
every last drop just before she comes for the fifth time today. 


Only ten more to go, because If | want ten kids then I’m 
going to keep my streak of bringing her to climax ten times 
a day alive. We’re approaching a full month, which has to 
be some sort of record. 

But I’m the one who sounds like a broken record when | lean 
in, my mouth open just a hairsbreadth from hers as we 
experience ecstasy together. 

“| love you so damn much,” | say. 


“| love you.” 


“And | love what you’ve given me...my wife, my boys, my 
life...and a home that we all can share... together.” 


“I thought you wanted ten kids?” she jokes as we come 
down from our euphoric release together. 


“You're right. I’m selling this place and we're moving to the 
countryside.” 


“Can | get a pony?” 


“You can get whatever you want because you already gave 
me all | ever wanted... you.” 


“| love you,” she says. 


“| love you.” 


EXTEN DED EPILOGUE 


Ten more years later 


“There they are!” | say, grabbing Oliver’s thigh and then my 
video camera. 


| slide out of my seat and into the aisle so | don’t block 
anyone's view. The last thing | want to be is Regina 
George's mom from Mean Girls, with some very aggressive 
filming at this year’s holiday play at the kid’s school. 


And when | say kids, | mean all our kids. 
There’s our triplets Mason, Logan, and Jackson. 


And then there’s our second incredible miracle, our triplets 
Mia, Ava, and Zoe. 


And with six kids in the first three years of marriage it was 
easy for us to get to ten, which we rounded out with Sofia, 
Samuel, Chloe and Noah. 


The three youngest kids aren’t technically in school yet, but 
the principal made a special exception and got them all 
small parts in one scene where our whole family is on stage. 


And it sure doesn’t hurt that a former heavyweight 
champion boxer was the one who requested the favor. 


Oliver tells me he didn’t intimidate him at all, but | reminded 
him he doesn’t have to. His reputation precedes him and 
with a history of quick finishes in the ring it’s easy to see 
why people are a bit timid to approach our family when 
we're out and about. 


Personally | love it. People in the U.K. aren’t quite as star 
crazed as in the States, but it’s definitely close at this point. 


It’s nice to know that any thoughts of interrupting our family 
meals or playtime in some of London’s parks are quickly 
thwarted when people lay eyes on Oliver. It makes our time 
truly our time, as a family. 


| hit a bunch of buttons on the camera until finally the green 
one pops up and the “REC” symbol flashes. I’m terrible with 
electronics and I’m glad | got it to work to capture this 
moment. | can’t wait to embarrass the kids when they start 
dating, which Oliver says will be after he’s been dead at 
least ten years. 


I’m not sure if he’s only worried about our kids or if it’s just 
that he wants all of their time for us. He’s always planning 
family things, outings, game nights...everything under the 
sun. 


It helps me tremendously as it’s allowed me to focus on my 
career, which gives me a lot of satisfaction. And the fact 
that Oliver did so well financially before he even turned 
thirty-years-old means that the interest alone off his 
investments is enough for us to send the kids to the best 
schools and bring people in to help clean the house twice a 
week. Compound interest is definitely the eighth wonder of 
the world, and not just when it comes to money. 


My love for him seems to compound every year, just growing 
on what we already have. 


All the times I think there’s just no way I can’t love him more 
he surprises me in some new, exciting way and he brings out 
new and even more passionate feelings than the intense 
ones | already have. 


Plus it doesn’t hurt that I’m thirty-three now and my sex 
drive is in complete overdrive. 


Things were always extremely hot between the two of us, 
but now | find | can’t keep my hands off of him just as much 
as he can’t keep his off me. I’m more confident and take- 
charge in the bedroom than | ever was, exploring sides of 
me that | only could with someone who | trusted and loved 
as much as him... someone I’ve loved since | first knew what 
love was...him and only him. 


| feel his hand on the back of my leg as I continue filming. 


He squeezes me tight, letting me know he’s there... that he’s 
always been there and always will be there. 


Out of nowhere Zoe sneezes. The entire crowd smiles, 
including us. 


| point the camera at Oliver. 


“Zoe, when you’re watching this a hundred years from now 
when you have kids just remember... Christmas trees can 
sneeze. The scent of pine can...get ya!” 


We both laugh and | pan the camera back to the stage, as 
our little Christmas tree, Zoe, grabs her nose trying not to 
sneeze again. 


| zoom in on her face and the star on top of her head. 
She’s one of the stars in our family, one of ten. 


Or one in eleven as Oliver likes to say. He says all our ten 
kids are little stars but the first star, the one that shines the 
brightest, is me. 


That may be true, but in my world he’s the sun... burning 
bright, making us feel all warm inside, and that big thing we 
can all rely on each and every day, and the man all my 
happiness revolves around. 


Sure, | have my own life too, but it all pales in comparison to 
him and the joy he’s brought me, and the family he’s given 
me. 


Family first. Family always. We always follow our hearts 
home, with our family, is where they always lead. 
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